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The last time Yunko was in this office was his first day with the 
company, almost three years ago. He'd sat in an extremely 
uncomfortable chair and listened to a fortysomething HR guy put 
together strings of buzzwords like "stakeholders" and "takeaways." 
The guy hadn't been that much older than Yunko, but the difference 
in their ages had seemed dramatic. 

Now Yunko was fortysomething and the new HR guy was a 
woman young enough to be his daughter and hot enough to make 
him feel embarrassed about it. But the chair hadn't changed - it was 
as unwelcoming as ever, which was compounded by the fact that 
Yunko's breakfast burrito wasn't agreeing with him. 

He shifted in his seat while the young woman furrowed her brow 
at the piece of paper in her hand. 

"Mister..." she began. 

Here we go, Yunko thought. 

The young woman looked up at him. "Quite a last name you have 
there. S-L-J-I-V-A." 

The best money could buy, Yunko thought unhappily. He could 
tell the young woman was going to take a stab at pronouncing the 
name so he just sat there, waiting for the travesty. 

"SLIDGE-ih-va?" the young woman tried. 

Yunko grimaced. 

"Sla-JIH-vah," the young woman said with more confidence. 
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"It's-" Yunko began. 

"No, wait." The young woman studied the paper for a moment, 
frowned, looked up at Yunko and said, triumphantly, "The J is silent, 
isn't it? So...Saliva! Right?" 

Off his look she said, "I guess not." 

"It's Shleeva," Yunko told her. 

"Shleeva," the young woman echoed. 

"Right." 

"Well, Mister iva," the young woman said, pronouncing it 
perfectly, "I'm sorry to tell you that we're laying you off." 

Yunko's gut roiled. 


It had nothing to do with him, the young woman quickly assured 
Yunko. But in fact it had a lot to do with him, and it had everything 
to do with a lawsuit that had been filed by the city of Pittsburgh 
against the Non-Profit Medical Corporation. NPMC was the city's 
largest employer as well as its largest property owner. NPMC 
hospitals, clinics and office buildings kept springing up around the 
Burgh like dandelions after spring rain. The U.S. Steel building, the 
tallest structure between New York and Chicago, had for several 
years borne a gigantic NPMC logo, visible for miles around. 

Many residents had complained about the city's most famous 
landmark, a monumental link to its industrial glory days, being thus 
defaced. In response, NPMC gave the skyscraper a fresh coat of 
black paint and redid its own logo in gold, so that the building 
matched the color scheme of the Steelers, Penguins and Pirates. The 
complaints died down. 

The legal matter was a trickier business. Like many U.S. cities in 
the early 21st century, and especially Rust Belt cities, Pittsburgh was 
having trouble paying its bills. Decades of population erosion had 
depleted the city's tax base. Revenues were essentially stagnant and 
meanwhile costs kept climbing. As a medical corporation NPMC 
was a great boon to the city, creating jobs, attracting young people, 
helping Pittsburgh recover from the catastrophic decline of the steel 
industry. As a non-profit, though, and one which routinely reported 
nine-figure "surpluses," NPMC didn't pay payroll or property taxes, 
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thus depriving the city of tens of millions in annual income. 

So something had to give, and it did. Pittsburgh challenged 
NPMC's non-profit status in court. 

News of the litigation reached the NPMC CEO while he was 
traveling. From the cabin of the company's private jet he issued a 
statement condemning the city's attempt at an "economic 9/11" and 
threatening to move NPMC facilities out of Pittsburgh. From that 
point, public debate on the matter only got dumber. 

Meanwhile, NPMC's lawyers took advantage of the organization's 
Byzantine corporate structure by claiming, in their response to the 
city's filing, that NPMC could not be asked to pay taxes because it 
was a mere holding company that owned no property and had no 
employees. Which seemed like a savvy bit of lawyering, until 
somebody in the legal department discovered that, due to some kind 
of bureaucratic bungling, the holding company did have an 
employee. A lowly clerical worker. 


Whose intestinal discomfort mounted as the young woman from 
HR told him the pack of lies the legal department had scripted for 
her. 

"Do you have any questions, Mister Sljiva?" she asked. Now that 
she knew how to say the name, she didn't seem able to stop herself. 

"When can I expect my severance?" Yunko wanted to know. 
Three weeks' pay wasn't much, but he'd need every penny of it. 

"You should have it by Friday, Mr. Sljiva." 

"Well," Yunko said dully, "I guess that's it then." 

"Someone from Security will escort you to your cubicle, Mr. 
Sljiva," the young woman said. 

It's not even my real name, Yunko wanted to tell her. Instead he 
half-stood, awkwardly, trying to hide the fact that he was holding in 
a fart of thermonuclear intensity. Supposing he should shake the 
young woman's hand, Yunko offered his own, along with his best 
effort at a smile. 

"Don't forget your packet, Mr. Sljiva," the young woman said, 
thrusting at his outstretched hand a manila folder containing well- 
meaning and useless information about career counseling, resume- 
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writing, networking. 

He took the folder and shook the young woman's hand and got 
the hell out of there. 

"Good luck, Mr. Sljiva," she called after him. 

There was a beefy security guard waiting for him. The guard gave 
him an unfriendly nod. 

"I need to use the restroom," Yunko said. He got another 
unfriendly nod. 

He walked quickly down the hall, trying to preserve what was left 
of his dignity. He pushed through the door marked MEN, hoping 
the guard wouldn't follow him in. No. Good. 

There were three stalls in the restroom, all of them occupied. Out 
Yunko went. He didn't offer the guard an explanation and the guard 
didn't ask for one. 

At his cubicle, Yunko gathered up his personal items and slid 
them into a 9 x 12 envelope. Then he put on his jacket and told the 
guard, "I'm ready." 

The guard eyed him coldly and said, "What about the box?" 

Box? What box? 

Oh that box, on the floor. Almost completely hidden from sight. 

That large box full of office supplies that did not belong to him. 

That box he’d meant to take home yesterday. 

"That's not mine," Yunko said. 

"What's it doing there, then?" 

Yunko offered up the weakest shrug in the long history of the 
gesture. 

After that it was a long walk to the elevator, followed by a long 
wait for the elevator, followed by a slooooww ride down to the lobby. 
Between his turbulent tummy and the steady stare of the security 
guard, Yunko felt like jumping out of his skin. 

"Thanks," he told the guard as they stepped off the elevator. But 
the guard accompanied him all the way out the glass double doors as 
everyone else in the lobby and on the sidewalk pretended not to 
watch. 

"Take care, now," the guard said. Yunko ignored him and kept 
walking. 

It was an October morning in the city. It had been 78 degrees 
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yesterday and it was 52 today and who the hell knew what tomorrow 
would bring. 

A homeless woman approached him near a garbage can. "Got any 
change?" she asked Yunko. 

"No." 

"Got any ones?" the woman asked. 

"I don't even have a job," Yunko said. 

"Well that ain't my problem," the woman said. 

Impulsively Yunko threw his envelope full of personal items in 
the trash. Then he tried to do the same with the folder from HR, but 
it hit the rim of the can and spilled its contents all over the sidewalk. 

Yunko looked at the mess for a moment. With great exasperation 
he crouched to pick up the papers. 

And then, at long last, smoothly and silently, much of his 
discomfort expelled itself. 

"Jeez Christ!" the homeless woman complained. "Who died?!" 

Ears burning furiously, Yunko gathered up the garbage and 
stuffed it in the can. 


He saw his bus barreling up Smithfield Street and ran to get to 
the stop. In his work clothes running was awkward and 
uncomfortable, hut he made it just in time. 

There was one seat left and Yunko took it. Next to him was a 
bearded thirtysomething guy in jeans and a flannel shirt. "Hold on," 
the guy said into his phone, "somebody just sat down next to me." 
He made a show of turning away from Yunko, then continued his 
conversation at the same volume as before. "So anyway, it was like, 
yeah, whatever.... I know, right? Totally! And then, you know, 
dude's like, no, yeah, I get it, that's cool.... Seriously!" 

In the seat directly behind Yunko was a man in a purple track suit 
who weighed five hundred pounds and smelled like sweat and 
Limburger cheese. Through ear buds he was listening to something 
that sounded like a saw scraping metal. He was playing the alleged 
music so loudly that Yunko might as well have been wearing the ear 
buds himself. 

Across the aisle there was a craggy, wrinkled woman, 55 going on 
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90, who occasionally took a breath in between long bouts of wet, 
jagged coughing. An unlit cigarette dangled from her lips. 

Yunko got off at the next stop. 

He had serious reservations about walking two miles to his 
apartment in these clothes, but it seemed like his only option. He 
wended his way over to Second Avenue and headed east. 

After a few minutes the Allegheny County Jail came into view. 
Strictly out of habit Yunko hunched his shoulders and tried to be 
inconspicuous. 

The rain started a few minutes later, splatting him with fat, cold 
drops. He hunched over a little more, walked a little faster and 
cursed his woefully light and water-absorbent jacket. 

There was a convenience store a couple blocks ahead. It was out 
of his way, but Yunko headed there thinking he might be able to buy 
an umbrella. 

The store had exactly one and it was the color of green slime. 
Yunko took it to the counter and handed the cashier five singles. 

"It's fifteen," the cashier said petulantly. She was about his age, 
tall, lanky, and covered in tattoos. She was chewing gum. 

Yunko peered at the price tag. The printed blue characters said 
"5.00," but someone had scrawled a "1" in red next to the "5." 

"You sure that's right?" Yunko said, showing her the price tag. 

The cashier went on chewing her gum. 

"Guess so," Yunko said irritably. "I'll have to use my card then," 
he added, fishing out his wallet. 

"Card reader's broken," the cashier said. 

So Yunko went to the in-store ATM and withdrew ten dollars and 
bought the stupid ugly umbrella. The ATM fee of $3.50 was a dollar 
more than it would have cost him to take the bus. 

Outside, he opened the umbrella and discovered that it was 
apparently intended for a much smaller person than himself. 
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Cruising west on Wharton Street, Walter Simka, better known as 
Ducky, spotted a moving mound of wet clothing on the opposite 
sidewalk and recognized his friend Yunko's dour face peeking out 
from underneath a misshapen umbrella that kept getting blown 
inside out. 

Ducky's face lit up - which was really saying something, since he 
never looked unhappy. "Hey, I gotta go," he said into his Bluetooth 
headset. "Talk to you later." He tapped the earpiece to end the call. 
Then he looked for the nearest place to turn around. 

Ducky couldn't believe his luck. Earlier this morning he'd learned 
about a job that would be perfect for him and Yunko and he'd been 
wanting to talk to his friend ever since. But it wasn't the kind of job 
you'd discuss over the phone, so Ducky had resigned himself to 
waiting until this evening, after Yunko got off work. Which wasn't a 
problem, of course, but it left Ducky feeling like a kid on Christmas 
Eve. He'd been fidgety with anticipation all morning, and time had 
oozed by. 

But then he'd spotted his buddy on the sidewalk, and what was 
already a great day had gotten even better. 

Within a couple of minutes Ducky had gotten the vehicle turned 
around and overtaken his shambling friend. In this rain there was 
no sense yelling out the window, so Ducky drove further on and 
pulled into the first parking spot he could find. 

As Yunko neared the car, Ducky buttoned down the passenger 
window and called to him. At the same moment, a call came in on 
the headset. Ducky tapped the earpiece and said, "Hello." 

Yunko spotted Ducky and approached the car. 
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"Hello," Ducky repeated, loudly. The call was full of static and 
word fragments. One of the few things that really came close to 
aggravating him was bad cell reception. 

"Hey," Yunko said. 

"Hello!" Ducky shouted. 

"Hey!" Yunko shouted. 

Ducky looked at him. "Who is this?" 

"I'm not that wet," Yunko said irritably. 

"No, I know you," Ducky said. "I can't hear you!" he told the 
caller. 

"I'm right here!" Yunko complained. He lowered the umbrella, as 
if somehow that would help. 

"I can't hear him," Ducky explained. 

"Who?" Yunko asked, looking in the back seat for the mystery 
person. 

"Call me back!" Ducky said. 

Now Yunko was really confused. "I didn't call you in the first 
place!" 

"Call me later!" Ducky yelled, tapping the earpiece. 

"I'M TALKING TO YOU RIGHT NOW!" Yunko shouted, wiping 
rain out of his eyes. 

Ducky looked at him like he was crazy. "Not you, Yunk! The 
other guy!" And then he gestured to the earpiece. 

Which, at that distance and in that light, just added to the 
confusion, of which Yunko had had enough. "Forget it," he said, 
backing away from the car. 

"Wait, Yunk!" Ducky said, hopping out and coming around to the 
sidewalk. "What's going on?" 

Yunko stood there for a moment, his perpetual frown becoming a 
grimace. He wiped rain out of his eyes again. "I'm cold and I'm 
wet," he said, his voice rising. "My feet are killing me and my thighs 
are rubbed raw. I spent fifteen dollars on this crappy umbrella" - he 
held up the offending object, which promptly blew inside out - "and 
I can't afford to waste money like this because I just lost my job!" He 
shook the umbrella violently, restoring it to something like the right 
shape. 

"Lost your job?" Ducky said. 
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"I got laid off!" 

"That's great news!" Ducky said, beaming. 

Yunko threw the umbrella at him. 

And missed, of course. It was that kind of day. The umbrella 
fluttered over Ducky's head and landed on the street. 

"Lemme explain, Yunk!" Ducky said. 

"I don't wanna hear it." 

"You do, I promise you do," Ducky said. "C'm'on, let's get outta 
this rain." 

Yunko was grimly pleased by the sight of a passing car running 
over the umbrella and putting it out of his misery. 

"I'm soaked and I'm full of gas," he said. "You really don't want 
me in your car right now." 

"Sure I do," Ducky said. "You're my friend, and I got big news for 
us. Plus what makes you think this is my car?" 

Realization dawned on Yunko's face. "Silly me," he said. 


"I was in the market for a Bentley," Ducky said as he and Yunko 
settled into their seats. He turned up the heat for Yunko's benefit, 
then cracked the windows for his own. 

"In Pittsburgh?" Yunko said. 

"Why not?" 

"This doesn't strike me as a Bentley kind of town, that's all." 

"Plenty of rich people in the Burgh," Ducky said. 

"Yeah, but not Bentley rich." 

"You'd be surprised what you can find in long-term parking at the 
airport," Ducky said. 

"But you didn't find a Bentley," Yunko pointed out. 

"Not this time. But I made out all right, don't you think?" 

Yunko shrugged. "I guess. A car's a car, if you ask me." 

"But this," Ducky said proudly, "is a Subaru Tree Hugger. It runs 
on mulch." 

"That would explain the smell," Yunko said. "I mean the other 
smell," he quickly added, chagrined. 

"It's also the world's first MEhicle," Ducky said. 

"What the hell is a MEhicle?" 
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"It's the first car for the social networking generation." 

Yunko just looked at him. 

"Really," Ducky said. 

"Okay," Yunko said. 

"It has these apps-" 

"I'm not really interested," Yunko said. 

"—which turn the car into like a giant moving social network. 
There's Window Dressing, which lets you display your Instagrams, 
Pinterests, Facebook updates, Twitter feeds, whatever, right there on 
the windows, where anybody can see them. And then there's Where 
Am I?, which is an app that tracks you in real time and lets 
everybody in your network know where you are on a map. So that if 
you're on the South Side, someone can see that and say, 'Hey, I see 
you're near Mario's, so am I, let's have a beer.' Or 'Hey, if you're 
looking for a place to eat, try Naya, you're only a block away.' Stuff 
like that." 

"Sounds kinda dumb," Yunko said. 

"No, it's cool," Ducky said. 

"But you're driving a stolen car that tracks you in real time and 
broadcasts your location to the world!" 

"Only if you let it track you, Yunk. Of course it's not tracking me 
now. I disabled all that. How dumb do you think I am?" 

Out of respect for their long friendship Yunko let that one slide. 
"Well, anyway, I guess it's a pretty fancy ride," he said. "What'll you 
get for it?" 

"Oh, I'm not cashing out on this," Ducky said. "I'm just giving it a 
test drive." 

"Ever thought of going to a dealership?" Yunko said. 

"Ah," Ducky scoffed. "Where's the fun in that?" 

Yunko began to feel itchy all over, which came as no surprise - he 
always got that way when he had to be sincere. "Listen, Duck," he 
said, "thanks for getting me out of the rain." 

"It's nothing." 

Yunko scratched himself furiously, everywhere, all at once. "I'm 
sorry I threw the umbrella at you." 

"You were having a bad day," Ducky said. "I get it. But that's 
over now." 
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"From my point of view it's still going on," Yunko said, with mild 
agitation. "I got no job, no prospects, no skills. I don't know what 
I'm gonna do." 

"I have a job for you," Ducky said. "For us, I mean." 

"You mean a real job, or the kind of job we used to do together?" 

"There's only one kind of job worth doing, Yunk." 

"Maybe so," Yunko said, "but you know I'm outta that line of 
work." 

"So now you come back into it." 

"I like being out of it." 

"No you don't," Ducky said. 

"It beats the alternative," Yunko said. 

"Which alternative is that?" 

"The one that ends with me in jail." 

"Ever been arrested, Yunk?" 

"That's not the point." 

"We had a scare a few years ago," Ducky said. 

"A pretty big scare," Yunko said. 

"So you got out," Ducky said. "You bought yourself a new 
identity, got yourself a legit job, and you've been an altar boy ever 
since." 

"More or less," Yunko said, thinking about that box of office 
supplies, among other things. 

"How's that been working for you?" 

Yunko shifted in the seat. "I know what you're getting at," he 
said. "But it's not as simple as you're making it out to be. I know I'll 
never get rich being a wage slave. And there's all kinds of bullshit to 
put up with in the working world. But even if wanted to get back in 
the game, Duck, I don't know if I'm up to it anymore. Things have 
changed so much since we started. Used to be the only people 
carrying cameras were tourists. Used to be the only people carrying 
guns were cops. And you used to be able to steal actual money. Now 
what're you supposed to steal - bitcoins?" 

"I don't even know what those are," Ducky said. 

"I don't either," Yunko said. "What I'm saying is, there's always 
gonna be crime, of course. But I feel like if you're not a dealer or a 
hacker or a Wall Street type then you don't have a lot of options. 
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And since I'm not any of those things, I don't know where I fit in." 

"Well I know," Ducky said. "It's working with me on this job." 

"Did you hear all that stuff I just said?" Yunko asked. 

"I heard you, Yunk. But now just hear me out, okay?" 

"The answer's no." 

"You don't even know what the job is yet!" Ducky protested. 

"I don't need to know." 

"Didn't I just hear you say you had no job, no prospects, no 
skills?" 

"Can you turn the heat down?" Yunko said. "I'm roasting." 

"Tell you what," Ducky said, tapping a touch screen, "just think 
about it, all right? I promise you, this is easy money and it's good 
money - a lot more than office work, I can tell you that. So give it 
some serious thought and we'll get together tonight. I'll buy you a 
beer and you'll let me know what you've decided. All right? I think 
you owe me that much, Yunk, after all these years." 

"Okay," Yunko said after a moment. "But don't get your hopes 
up." 


After dropping Yunko at his apartment Ducky drove back out to 
the airport. He returned the Tree Hugger without incident (and was 
thoughtful enough to park in the very space from which the car had 
been swiped) and then spent half an hour at a Kool Beanz Koffee 
Shop in the terminal. 

Kool Beanz was a local chain. When the first shop opened in the 
early 90's people thought the name was stupid in a funny way; now 
they thought it was funny in a stupid way. 

Ducky took his java hot, sweet and black - kind of like 
Charmaine, the woman making the drinks. She flirted with him 
aggressively while he emptied ten sugar packets into his cup. They 
were approaching a critical juncture - the exchange of cell numbers, 
the comparison of calendars - when Ducky grabbed an eleventh 
sugar packet from a wicker basket. 

"Oh now that is just wrong," Charmaine said, covering the few 
remaining packets with a protective hand. "You need to move away 
from me. I can't be going out with some kind of sugar maniac. Uh- 
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uh." 

Charmaine stared at Ducky until he realized she wasn't kidding. 
Forlornly he went to a table as far from the counter as possible. 

Within five minutes he’d been joined by a flight attendant from 
Air Canada Xpress (famous for its retro "Take Off, Eh!" ad 
campaign). 

"Watch out for the sweet freak!" Charmaine called from behind 
the counter. 

The flight attendant, Adela, was 50, newly divorced and only in 
town for 24 hours. Her favorite meal was dessert. She did a lot of 
yoga. 

After about twenty minutes of very stimulating conversation, she 
asked Ducky if he knew a place she could stay during her layover. 
"Well, I don't wanna get presumptuous..." Ducky started to say. 

"Why the hell not?" Adela said. 

They were in Ducky's car, a Ford Pangloss, and zooming along the 
Parkway West when Yunko called. 

"Pm in," he told Ducky. 

"Great!" Ducky said. 

"Aren't you surprised?" 

"I knew you'd come through, Yunk. Hey, this isn't a good time. 
Can I call you later?" 

"Sure. You still gonna buy me that beer?" 

"Absolutely," Ducky said. He looked over at Adela, who smiled. 
"But it'll have to be tomorrow night instead." 
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"You look terrible," Yunko said. 

"I feel great," Ducky replied. "But I didn't get much sleep last 
night." He smiled and looked at Yunko expectantly. 

"Well, that explains it," Yunko said, and then took a sip of his 
beer. 

Ducky waited. "And?" he finally said. 

"And what?" 

"Don't you wanna know why?" 

"Let me guess," Yunko said. "Indigestion?" 

"No." 

"Anxiety?" 

"Uh-uh." 

"Back pain?" 

"Yunk," Ducky said patiently. "Didja ever consider it was 
something nice?" 

"I don't understand," Yunko said. 

"Never mind," Ducky said, and swallowed some of his own beer. 

It was Saturday night, October 5. They were in a bar called 
Loafin' in Bloomfield ("Pittsburgh's Little Italy"). It was a bit 
unusual, as bars went. There were no neon beer signs or video poker 
machines or digital jukeboxes. There was only one television, 
mounted high in a back corner. This TV had been built during the 
Reagan administration. It looked heavier than a SmartCar. 
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For maximum privacy Yunko and Ducky were seated in a booth 
under the TV. Above them, on screen, somebody named Raylond'o 
had just found out that somebody named FanQuell was cheating on 
him with somebody named George, and tempers were flaring. 

"So, thanks for the beer," Yunko said. "And the job." 

"You're welcome. For both." 

"What is the job, anyway?" 

"Hold on a second," Ducky said. 

"What?" Yunko said. 

"Don't you wanna explain something first?" 

Yunko gave him a confused look - or maybe it was a suspicious 
look. With Yunko they were kind of the same thing. 

"C'm'on, Yunk. Yesterday you said no. I asked you to think about 
it for a few hours. Ninety minutes later you said yes." 

"Oh, that," Yunko said. He shrugged. "I changed my mind." 

Ducky puffed out air. "Because...?" 

"You really wanna know?" 

"Yunk. You've always played your cards close to the vest, but this 
is ridiculous. Of course I wanna know. Friends talk about stuff." 

"I just didn't want to impose," Yunko said. Off Ducky's 
exasperated look he went on. "All right, all right. What happened is, 
two things. I got fired and I got evicted." 

Being one of the luckiest men alive, Ducky didn't have any beer in 
his mouth just then. 

It was lucky for Yunko, too, since most of that beer would have 
probably ended up on him. 

"You just got laid off," Ducky said in bewilderment. "How could 
you get fired?" 

"When I got home there was a message on my machine." 

"I can't believe you still have an answering machine." 

"Yeah, you've mentioned that a few dozen times. Do you wanna 
hear what happened or not?" 

"Sorry," Ducky said. He took a small sip of his beer, just in case 
Yunko had any more big revelations. 

"The message was from HR. Long story short, there'd been 
suspicions of theft even before I got laid off, and yesterday the 
suspicions were confirmed in certain people's minds." 
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"How so?" 

"Let's just say I got a little careless. Now there's no way they can 
prove anything, but on the strength of what they suspect they're 
retroactively firing me and denying me my severance pay." 

Ducky whistled. "Well, that's too bad, Yunk, really. What'd you 
steal?" 

"Toner cartridges, mostly. They fetch a decent price on eBay." 

"eBay?" Ducky said. "How do you get online?" 

"At the library." 

"For a second there I thought you were gonna tell me you bought 
a computer." 

Yunko scrunched his face at that. 

"I know, crazy," Ducky said. "But now what's this about getting 
evicted?" 

"It's not immediate or anything," Yunko said. "I have a few 
weeks. But yeah, I heard from the landlord. He's tripling the rent. 
If I don’t agree to that, I gotta go. Which means I gotta go." 

Ducky was flabbergasted. "He can do that?" 

"What I found out earlier today," Yunko said, "from one of the 
neighbors, is that the landlord's girlfriend needs a place to live until 
his divorce is final. So he's forcing me out to make room for her." 

"But don't you have a lease?" Ducky said. 

"Of course I have a lease," Yunko said. "And if I want to renew it I 
have to pay the higher rent." 

"Jeez," Ducky said, "I had no idea." 

"Well," Yunko commented dryly, "it's been a while since you were 
a renter." 


More than twenty years, in fact. When Yunko and Ducky moved 
to Pittsburgh, which is to say, when they left their native Indiana 
County just slightly ahead of some very inquisitive authorities and 
started new lives in the gritty metropolis a couple of hours to the 
west, one of their first scores was stumbling upon an unlocked 
station wagon on a side street in Dormont. The car was rusty and 
battered but there were keys in the ignition and a bulging wallet on 
the seat. 
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Yunko and Ducky each called dibs on the wallet. An argument 
ensued. The vehicle's owner was heard to shout from his front 
porch, "What're yinz kids doin'?" Yunko took the wallet and ran. 
Ducky got in the station wagon and drove away. 

The wallet was full of singles, as it turned out. Yunko made 
twenty-eight bucks. 

The car was worthless, as both of them had suspected and as 
Ducky discovered after 15 minutes of driving it, but there were four 
quarters in the ashtray. He used them to buy a lottery ticket and 
won $647,000. A sliver of that went toward a nice little house in 
Brookline where he'd lived ever since. The bulk of the money had 
been invested so as to provide Ducky with a modest but dependable 
income which he supplemented with occasional acts of felony. 


Which was why he could afford to say to Yunko, in the bar, "You 
need a loan?" 

"No," Yunko said, scratching his neck, "but thanks." 

"Wanna crash at my place for a while?" 

"Again, thanks" - more scratching - "but you know I can't." 

"Aw, c'm'on, Yunk," Ducky said, "let me help you." 

"You can help me by telling me about the job," Yunko said. 

"What if I advance you some money against your share of the 
proceeds?" 

"I don't want your help, Duck. Just tell me about the job." 

Ducky sat back and drank beer. "Man," he said, "you are one 
stubborn guy." 

"For better or for worse, I'm my own person," Yunko said. 
"Mostly for worse," he admitted, "but you already knew that." 

"I've known it since we were five," Ducky said amusedly. 

"And you've put up with me all that time," Yunko said. "I don't 
know whether to thank you or have you committed. Now will you 
please tell me about the goddamned job?!" 

"Okay, okay," Ducky said. "I'll be happy to tell you. But here's 
the thing. Just hear me out on this. I have one request." 

"What?" Yunko said impatiently. 

"Don't laugh," Ducky said. 
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Where once there had been the gigantic Homestead Steel Works, 
just outside of Pittsburgh, now there was the gigantic Waterfront 
shopping complex. Where once mill workers and private detectives 
had fought and died during the infamous strike of 1892, now people 
bought 72-roll packages of toilet paper at Costco, and sipped $5 
lattes from Starbucks, and watched stuff blow up on 3D IMAX 
screens. This was called progress. 

Where there are big shopping complexes there are big parking 
lots. The Waterfront's lots were usually pretty full, but on a Sunday 
in October when the Steelers were playing you could always find 
swaths of empty space. 

Ray Louis liked conducting business in parking lots. They were 
public enough to keep people on their best behavior but private 
enough that you didn't have to worry about prying eyes and ears. 

Standing by his car, Louis watched Ducky and another man walk 
toward him across the lot. 

Louis was a burly man of 55 with jet-black slicked-back hair and a 
thick mustache to match. And a perfect match it was, because the 
color came from a bottle. 

There was no vanity in him, only cold-hearted pragmatism. Now 
more than ever it was a younger man's world, and Louis couldn't 
afford to look his age. He needed all the work he could get. He owed 
too many people money. 
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Louis was a no-nonsense guy who got things done. These 
attributes had served him well on the high school football fields of 
his youth, and might have done the same at Pitt had he not suffered 
a career-ending knee injury during his senior year. An indifferent 
student from a financially strapped family, Louis wasn't going to 
college without a scholarship. And so straight out of high school he 
traded the turf wars of the gridiron for those of local politics. He 
became a cog in the Democratic party machine that ruled Pittsburgh, 
hitching his star to a committeeman friend of his parents'. 

Under the committeeman's tutelage, Louis quickly discovered 
that city government and football were guided by the same basic 
principles: Winning is all that matters. Protect your turf as if your 
life depended on it. And nothing is illegal if you get away with it. 

As Committeeman Joe Mayo became City Councilman Joseph 
Mayo and, after decades of service to the machine, Mayor Joseph P. 
Mayo, Louis accompanied him steadily up through the bureaucracy, 
finally being named the city's Director of Operations. This was 
arguably the second-most powerful position in Pittsburgh - all the 
more so after Louis took over. Mayor Mayo had a hands-off 
approach to governing, which gave Louis free reign to indulge his 
impulses to cut deals, stab backs, burn bridges and play politics. He 
was loathed by many and feared by all. He loved every minute of it. 

Unfortunately, Mayor Mayo didn't take a hands-off approach to 
everything. Shortly after his re-election he was caught, on camera, 
in a clinch with a woman in a city-owned vehicle. That alone wasn't 
so bad, hut the woman was not his wife. Even that might not have 
been the end of the world, but the woman who was not his wife was a 
Baltimore Ravens cheerleader. 

"Joe Must Go," said an editorial in the Pittsburgh Chronicle. (In 
fairness, the Chronicle had been saying this since Mayo was sworn 
in. But now people started paying attention.) 

"This Is Why the Steelers Need Cheerleaders," said an op-ed piece 
in the Pittsburgh Leader. 

"She Held Mayo," said every media outlet that mattered, 
underneath a photo of the woman in question. 

His Honor was out of office within a month and his replacement 
purged Mayo's cronies from the upper echelons of government. 
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After half a decade at the pinnacle Louis found himself tarnished 
and unemployed. He also found that all those enemies he'd made 
had long memories. Work was hard to come by. Debts piled up. 

So now he was freelancing, doing the dirty work rich people 
always seemed to need to have done. It was low-grade dirty work, 
not even illegal in some cases, and not very lucrative. But the 
current job held great promise, and Louis saw it as his first step on a 
path to better things. 


The two men approaching him made an odd pair. Ducky was a 
six footer and all legs, to the extent that he looked like he was on 
stilts. The other guy was a good four inches shorter and kind of 
squat. Ducky had big ears and a pleasant, open face. The other guy 
was very bland looking, and frowning like he'd just gotten a parking 
ticket. 

"You brought a spare," Louis said, offering Ducky his hand. 

"What's he mean?" the other man said. 

"He means you," Ducky said. 

The other man didn't like that. "You didn't tell him I was 
coming," he accused Ducky. 

Signs of dissension already, Louis noted. 

"Course I did," Ducky said. "He's just messing with you." 

The other man started to respond but Louis cut him off. "If the 
hissy fit's over how about we get to it?" 

He stared at the other man, smiling but not in a friendly way, 
daring him to make something of it. The short guy stared right back 
but said nothing. "I know him," Louis said, nodding at Ducky. "Tell 
me who you are." 

"You can call me Yunko." 

"I can call you anything. What's your name?" 

"Everybody calls him Yunko," Ducky said. 

"What's he hiding?" Louis said. 

The short guy didn't like that at all, Louis saw with satisfaction. 

"I vouch for him a hundred percent," Ducky said. 

Louis said nothing for a few moments, letting them sweat. 

"Him and me go way back," Ducky added. 
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"Well, whatever," Louis said. He offered his hand to Yunko. "I'm 
Ray Louis. I got nothing to hide." He made sure to squeeze Yunko's 
hand hard without seeming to. Yunko made a show of pretending 
not to feel it. 

"Slovak?" Louis said. 

Yunko's eyes narrowed. 

"I lived in Pittsburgh all my life," Louis pointed out. "I think I 
know a Slovak name when I hear it." 

Yunko gave him less of a frown, which was probably supposed to 
be a smile. 

"Let's talk business, huh?" Ducky said. 

"Tell me about the job," Yunko said. 

"I told you-" Ducky began. 

"I need to hear it from him before I can believe it." 

"Understandable," Louis said, with a smidgen of respect for his 
antagonist. "Ducky told you right, though," he went on. "I want you 
to steal a dog." 


Not just any dog. Guff, a three-year-old mutt, through no fault of 
his own was all mixed up in a combination business feud and divorce 
proceeding between two of the richest people in Pittsburgh. 

One claimant to the animal was Laughlin Jones, 
seventysomething and the scion of a scion of a scion. His family had 
grown prosperous in heavy industry, wealthy in arms sales, and 
opulent in medical research - so basically guns, germs, and steel, if 
not in that order. His money was so old it had to get up four times a 
night to pee. Laughlin had half a dozen homes, just as many ex- 
wives, and twice that number of children. He bought luxury cars like 
they were Matchboxes and had an ever-growing art collection whose 
appraisal value was well into nine figures. Despite all that it was 
only in the last few years that his net worth had begun to shrink, at a 
rate that would bankrupt him sometime around his 200th birthday. 

The other claimant to the dog, whose position was greatly 
strengthened by the fact that Guff lived in her home, was Laughlin's 
most recent ex-wife, Carrie Furness. A handsome, formidable 
woman in her fifties, Carrie came from money, too - railroads, 
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banking, real estate. Having been born into wealth, she had a 
certain healthy contempt for it. This had served her well in most 
aspects of life, less so in love. Her first husband had an unhealthy 
contempt for money, especially Carrie's, which was only fully 
revealed after his death in a Westmoreland County meth lab fire. 
Many years passed before Carrie even considered remarrying, and 
then it was only because her suitor, Laughlin, was already far richer 
than she ever needed or wanted to be. 

But after eight months of relative domestic tranquility, Laughlin 
stunned his wife by purchasing a controlling interest in the 
Chronicle, whose bitter rival, the Leader, had been majority-owned 
by Carrie for decades. When asked by Carrie, diplomatically, what 
the hell he was doing, Laughlin replied, with all the diplomacy of a 
drone strike, that the Chronicle would absorb the Leader as the first 
step in his plan to build a regional print media monolith. 

"Excuse me?" Carrie said. 

"You don't mind, do you?" Laughlin said. "Think of the Leader as 
the dowry I never asked for." 

"Ha ha," Carrie said. "Why don't you shove your dowry up your 
ass." 

For the marriage, it was all downhill from there. For the 
newspaper business in Pittsburgh, it was the beginning of a golden 
age (or at least a gilded one). Carrie and Laughlin poured money 
into their respective enterprises, blanketing the city with ads, eating 
the costs of lower and lower subscription rates, constantly running 
contests that rewarded reader loyalty. When Laughlin added two 
extra pages of comics to the Chronicle and starting printing in color, 
Carrie realized this was a fiscal fight to the death. 

As points of market share were captured and lost, and re¬ 
captured and re-lost like swaths of shell-pocked mud at Verdun, 
differentiation became the operative buzzword. Spurred by the wills 
of the warring owners, the papers became exaggerated versions of 
their old selves. The Chronicle, once the voice of conservative 
Democrats and the city's token Republicans, transformed itself into 
what someone in the blogosphere christened the Monocle, champion 
of the one percent. (It sold especially well in the suburbs, both 
affluent and not.) 
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And while the Leader retained its center-left editorial slant, its 
long-held tendency toward boosterism became a full-blown 
obsession. The Leader tirelessly promoted Pittsburgh’s virtues, 
branding itself "The Journal of America's Most Livable City." It also 
found the Pittsburgh connection in every story and played it up for 
all it was worth. (So that, for instance, when a Nigerian soccer star 
was signed to a big contract by Manchester United, the Leader 
dutifully reported that his agent's brother's sister-in-law had spent a 
year at Pitt and "really enjoyed it.") No wonder, then, that people 
started calling the paper the Cheerleader. 

As the newspaper war raged so did the personal one between 
Carrie and Laughlin. And the funny thing was they had very little to 
fight over. There were no assets to divide or alimony payments to 
negotiate, and the couple had no children together. 

What they did have were buckets of bile, vats of vengefulness and 
boatloads of disposable income. And so the divorce, which could 
have been hammered out in an afternoon, dragged on for months 
with no end in sight. 

Further complicating the matter was the dog. A few weeks before 
Laughlin bought the Monocle, Carrie had brought home Guff, a 
shelter animal, as a birthday present for her husband. Laughlin 
wasn't necessarily in the market for a pet, but since he was almost 
literally the man who had everything Carrie had given up trying to 
impress him with lavish gifts. She thought he might be charmed by 
something decidedly un-lavish. 

And he was charmed - far more than Carrie would have ever 
thought possible. Laughlin talked about Guff the way he sometimes 
talked about his most treasured childhood possession, a Davies 
Dasher sled. He talked about Guff and the sled in ways he hadn't 
talked about Carrie since before they were married. 

The Dasher was packed away in a warehouse somewhere, or 
maybe Carrie would have taken that too. As it stood, on the day she 
left Laughlin's house for good she took Guff. Laughlin was out of the 
country by design - he'd learned at least that much from previous 
divorces - and a lawyer had been entrusted to make sure Carrie 
didn't leave the home with anything that wasn't hers. But when the 
lawyer blocked the door and demanded she leave the dog, Carrie 
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pepper sprayed him. 

Since then the dispute over Guff had become a major front in the 
war. Laughlin's and Carrie's lawyers had billed dozens of hours on 
this matter alone and nothing had changed. Fed up with the legal 
process, eager to get his beloved pooch back, Laughlin had turned to 
Ray Louis. 


"So there it is," Louis said. 

"How much?" Yunko said. 

"The only condition," Louis said, "is that we don't want it to be 
too obvious what happened." 

"How much?" Yunko said. 

"Yunz gotta make it look like the dog ran off or something." 

Louis looked at the other two expectantly. There was just a hint 
of a smile on his face. "Questions?" 

"You heard me the first two times," Yunko said. 

"Ten thousand," Louis said. 

"Forget it," Yunko said. 

"Hold on, Yunk," Ducky said. "C'm'on, Ray," he told Louis, "you 
know that's not gonna cut it." 

"Ten a piece," Louis said. 

"Twenty," Yunko said. 

"I can maybe go to twelve," Louis said. 

"Twenty," Yunko said. 

"Twenty sounds about right," Ducky said. 

"And if I say no?" Louis said. 

"Then good luck finding someone who's desperate enough to take 
ten but good enough to do the job right," Yunko said. 

"That won't be hard," Louis said. 

"Thanks for wasting my time," Yunko told Ducky. 

The taller man shrugged. "Not everybody's ready for the big 
leagues," he said, eyeing Louis. They turned to go. 

"All right," Louis said. 

Yunko and Ducky stopped and glanced back at him. 

"Fifteen," Louis said. "And that's a real number, not some 
bullshit negotiations tactic." 
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"Too bad," Ducky said, and they turned away again. 

Louis wanted nothing more than to run over there and take them 
both out at the knees, the way he would have on the gridiron, but he 
gritted his teeth and said, "Fine, fine. You'll get your fuckin' twenty." 

The other two turned around but kept walking, backward, away 
from him. Louis went after them. 

"If we have to bring in a couple more guys," Yunko said, "they get 
the same deal." 

"A couple more?!" Louis said. "To-" He lowered his voice. "To 
steal a dog?" 

"To do it right," Yunko said. "And to not have it look like a theft. 
That's what you want, isn't it?" 

"Sure, okay," Louis said. 

"And half up front," Yunko said. 

Louis rolled his eyes. "Not a fuckin' chance." 

"Then no deal," Yunko said. 

"No deal," Louis agreed. 

"Wait a minute!" Ducky said. "We absolutely do have a deal. This 
is just haggling now. C'm'on, let's work it out." 

"No way you get half," Louis said. "I'll never see you again." 

"A," Ducky said, "we're professionals. We don't take the money 
and run. Tends to be bad for business. B, we don't need half the 
money - let me finish, Yunk - we don't need half, but you gotta give 
us something, you know, as a show of good faith." 

"I'll give you five." 

"Seventy five hundred," Yunko said. 

"This is getting old," Louis said. "I'll give you six, period." 

"Fair enough," Ducky said quickly. 

"Six a piece," Yunko said. 

"Of course," Louis said irritably. 

"Plus a thousand for expenses," Yunko said. 

Louis started to say something, stopped, glared at Yunko, and 
finally said, "In the interest of winding this up, okay. But not a 
penny more until you hand me the pooch." 

"Great," Ducky said. He smiled at the other two. "See?" he said. 
"We hit some rough spots but we worked through them." 

"When do we get the money?" Yunko said. 
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The following morning, Monday, Ducky showed up at Yunko's 
apartment at eleven o'clock, bearing three envelopes. In the first 
was six thousand dollars in cash. 

"Did you count it?" Yunko said. 

"What do you think?" Ducky said. 

Yunko quickly stuffed the cash into various jacket and pants 
pockets. 

"You're bringing all that along?" Ducky said. 

"I'm not leaving it here for the landlord to find." 

"No, I guess you wouldn't," Ducky said. He held up the second 
envelope. "A thousand for expenses, less the deposit on the car I just 
rented." 

"Good," Yunko said. 

"Information about the job," Ducky said, handing Yunko the third 
envelope. "And by the way, Ray Louis sends his love." 

"I bet he does," Yunko said. "I probably made his day by not 
showing up." 

"I got the feeling," Ducky allowed, "he’d be happier dealing with 
me only from here on out." 

They left the apartment and went out to the street. It was the 
kind of cold, crisp, beautiful fall day that really sets you up for the 
dreariness of winter in western Pennsylvania. 

"This is the car?" Yunko said, as Ducky led him to a sleek, shiny 
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black object next to the curb. 

"It's an iCar SJ," Ducky said. 

"It looks like a lozenge," Yunko said. 

"Wait'll you see how it rides, though," Ducky said, using a virtual 
keypad on the driver's side door to unlock the vehicle. The two men 
got in. 

"Look at this," Ducky said, gesturing at the dash. "Just one 
button in the whole car, so there's never any confusion about which 
one you're supposed to push." 

Ducky pressed the button. A familiar chord sounded and the 
vehicle came to life. The engine purred. High resolution displays 
glowed. 

"iCar, play the greeting," Ducky said. 

A male voice, somewhat nasal and with an air of superiority, said, 
"Welcome to iCar, the greatest car ever! You are going to LOVE this 
experience. Now sit back and enjoy the ride." 

"No steering wheel, no pedals," Ducky said. "iCar does everything 
for you." 

"Just sit back and enjoy the ride," iCar repeated. 

"What happens if the car breaks down?" Yunko said. 

"You call the company," Ducky said, "and within half an hour a 
Genius Car shows up with somebody who can help you out." 

"Still waiting for you to sit back," iCar said testily. 

"I think it means you, Yunk," Ducky said. 

"What if I don't wanna sit back?" Yunko said. 

"You kinda have to do things iCar's way," Ducky said sheepishly. 
"That's just how it is." 

"All right," Yunko said, leaning against the seat. 

"Finally," iCar said. 

Yunko would have given the thing a dirty look if he'd known 
where to direct it. "It seems like a lot more than we need for a 
simple drive-by," he said. 

"It cost me a little bit extra," Ducky admitted, "but I just couldn't 
pass it up." 

"How much extra?" Yunko said. 

"Just a little," Ducky said. 

"All right, double." 
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Yunko looked at him. 

"We'll take it out of my share," Ducky promised. 
"You bet we will," Yunko said. 


According to a Google Maps printout in the third envelope, Carrie 
Furness lived at 3773 Warwick Heights in Squirrel Hill. Ducky 
asked iCar to take them there. A multicolored pinwheel appeared on 
the main display and spun for a couple of seconds. Then it 
disappeared and the car pulled out. 

Yunko leafed through the other contents of the envelope. "She 
lives with her daughter." 

"Her daughter?" Ducky echoed, mildly alarmed. 

"Adult daughter," Yunko clarified. "She’s 22." 

"Oh, good," Ducky said. "For a second there I had visions of us 
stealing some little girl's beloved pet." 

"Hey, why don't you stop by a pet store while you're out?" iCar 
asked. "I can get you to one in seven minutes. That's ten seconds 
faster than a Google car could do it." 

"Uh, no thanks, iCar," Ducky said. "Just take us to the address." 

"If that's what you want," iCar said sullenly. 

Yunko and Ducky exchanged a look. 

"Anyway, here's a picture of the dog," Yunko said. "Guff." 

"What kind of name is that?" Ducky said. 

"I'd say it's pretty much perfect for this animal," Yunko said, 
holding up the photo. 

"Wow," Ducky said. "That is a weird looking dog." 

"Looks to me like part Shar Pei, part pug, and part I don't know 
what," Yunko said. 

"It looks like an something from another planet," Ducky said. 

"How'd you like to see images of the planets from the Hubble 
Telescope?" iCar said. "I can put them right on the windshield. 
Wouldn't that just be insanely great? The Windows car can't do 
that!" 

Yunko just shook his head. 


* * 


* 
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The Furness house sat on a wooded hilltop on a triangle of land 
where Squirrel Hill converged with Oakland and Shadyside. It was a 
big old house nestled at the back of a clearing. 

It was also the only house in the clearing, which itself could only 
be accessed by a long driveway off Wilkins Avenue. In other words 
this was not the kind of place random strangers might just happen to 
pass by. Either you belonged here or you'd been invited. As neither 
of the above, Ducky and Yunko couldn't afford to arouse suspicion 
by loitering. Their reconnaissance had to be brief. 

And so Ducky had the iCar take them to the end of the long 
driveway and then turn right back around and leave. They looked 
around without being too obvious. They got the general layout of 
things. They didn't see Carrie, or her daughter, or the dog. 

"Didn't see any security, either," Ducky noted, as they headed 
down Wilkins. 

"There's gotta be an alarm system or something," Yunko said. 
"We'll have to take a walk around, later. After dark." 

Ducky cleared his throat. "Any chance you can handle that on 
your own?" he said. "I kinda have plans." 

"Plans?" Yunko said. "This is a job." 

"Yeah, but you're the one usually does the actual planning, right? 
So you don't necessarily need me around, do you?" 

"But what's so important that it comes before this?" Yunko asked. 

"Nothing, Yunk, but I didn't think you and me would be busy 
tonight," Ducky said. "So I made plans. Adela's layover got extended 
and I was gonna take her to the Cheesecake Factory 'cause she's 
never been to one - can you believe that?" 

"I have no idea what you're talking about," Yunko said, "but I 
think I understand. Fine." 

"I'll make it up to you, Yunk. You wanna use my car tonight? 
Adela and I can take this one." 

"No," Yunko said, "but that reminds me: You're gonna return this 
thing eventually, right?" 

"Monday," Ducky said. 

"And is it gonna keep a record of the fact that we asked it to go to 
3773 Warwick Heights, where, sometime probably in the next week, 
a crime could be taking place?" 
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Ducky smiled. "I see what you're getting at," he said, "but don't 
worry about it. There's an app for that." 
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Tuesday afternoon, on his way back from dropping Adela at the 
airport - sigh - Ducky got a call. 

"How ya doing, Yunk?" 

"How'd you know it was me?" Yunko said. "I have caller ID 
blocking." 

"I've got an app that blocks caller ID blocking," Ducky said. 

"You still there, Yunk?" 

"Yeah, sorry. I had to make a note to look for a way to block the 
thing that blocks caller ID blocking. 

"Nothing personal," Yunko added. "But you know how I feel 
about that stuff." 

"I do know," Ducky said. "What's up?" 

"You free to talk?" 

"I'm alone in my car. That free enough?" 

"I'd rather not do this over the phone," Yunko said, "but I'm 
anxious to get moving on the uh, project." 

"Me too," Ducky said. 

"So I did a little walk through last night," Yunko said. 

"Inside?!" Ducky said. 

"No," Yunko said. "Just, you know, around." 

"How's it look?" 

"Very straightforward," Yunko said. "Even with the, uh, 
stipulation your friend gave us" — to make it look like the dog had 
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run away — "this should be simple." 

"Good to hear," Ducky said. 

"For what I'm thinking, we'll need a couple guys and three 
vehicles, and some other nickel-dime stuff. That's it." 

"What kinda guys?" Ducky said. 

"A football player and a cop," Yunko said. 


The first guy was easy to find, in more ways than one. Nobody 
Ducky knew was better suited to impersonate a football player than 
Tom Blaney. Which was actually kind of funny, once you got to 
know Tom a little bit. 

Lauren Civelt was hoping to get to know Tom. She sat in Kool 
Beanz Koffee on Meyran Avenue in Oakland, fiddling with her iPad 
and waiting for him to show up. 

At 26 Lauren was married to her career with the Pittsburgh Ballet 
Theater but open to an affair with the right guy. She'd met Tom 
through a service called Gimme Ten Minutes, which was the latest 
business aimed at separating single people from their spending 
money. GTM let you upload a short video of yourself (clothing not 
optional, just in case you were wondering) for others to view. 
Anyone who liked what they saw could click the Invite button and 
ask you to meet them for a drink at one of the participating 
establishments, mostly coffee shops and bars. (If you received 
multiple invites for a given day the opportunity to date you would be 
auctioned off, because nothing says romance like a bidding war.) 

Tom's video had made a very good first impression. He was the 
same age as Lauren. He had beautiful sad eyes, rich dark skin, and a 
soothing voice. He didn't talk about what he did or how much he 
made or any of the usual boring guy things. He talked about the 
importance of his mother in his life, his love of animals, and his 
desire to meet someone special. Lauren clicked the Invite button 
halfway through the video. 

Kool Beanz was quiet this particular Tuesday afternoon. The only 
other customer was a guy in scrubs, caffo-loading for his 24-hour 
shift at one of Oakland's many hospitals. 

The front door opened, letting in sounds from the street. Lauren 
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looked up from her iPad. 

In the first moment she recognized Tom's face from the video. In 
the next it became viscerally clear that Tom was the largest human 
being Lauren had ever seen. 

His head was the size of a bowling ball. His body was bigger than 
a MINI Cooper. Each limb was a tree trunk, each hand a catcher's 
mitt, each foot a lunch box. He needed his own ZIP code, this guy. 

Tom ducked his head and turned almost completely sideways to 
get himself through the door. Stepping in, he scanned the room 
eagerly and, spotting Lauren, started toward her, a big smile forming 
on his face. 

It was a little place, Kool Beanz, and packed with tables and 
chairs. There wasn't much room for a tiny person like Lauren to 
maneuver, let alone something like Tom. 

"Lauren," he said, beaming, and then one of his thighs banged 
into an empty chair and sent it flying. 

The chair crashed into another chair, which unfortunately was 
not empty. The chair's occupant, the guy in scrubs, was so startled 
he spilled his coffee in his lap. Sadly, his was not an iced coffee. He 
leapt to his feet, yelping, and in the process knocked over his own 
chair, which hit the concrete floor with a sound like a rifle shot. 

"Sorry!" Tom said, and with his eyes pointing one way and his 
feet another, he bumped into a table. He put a hand on it, trying to 
keep his balance, but the table was not up to the task of supporting 
even that much of Tom. It flipped over, sending a couple of empty 
mugs airborne, and Tom stumbled over the table and careened 
directly toward Lauren, who quickly discovered that your life really 
does flash before your eyes. 

She dove for cover as Tom collided with her table, which knocked 
over another table and two more chairs before all was said and done. 
Imagine somebody dumping a load of lumber on the altar in the 
middle of Mass, and you get an idea of what all that sounded like. 

Time passed. The guy with a lapful of hot coffee calmed down a 
bit. 

Utterly mortified, Tom slowly and carefully extricated himself 
from a tangle of chair backs and table legs. Getting up on one knee, 
he looked around until his eyes met Lauren's. She stared at him, 
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agape. 

Crrack. 

Tom glanced down and saw what used to be an iPad underneath 
his knee. He glanced up and saw Lauren staring at the broken 
device. 

"Aw, hell," he said. 

What Lauren learned the hard way, and what Ducky already 
knew, was that although Tom looked like an All Pro offensive tackle, 
he didn't have an athletic bone in his body. He was congenitally 
clumsy. All the world was a china shop, and Tom moved through it 
like a drunken bull. 

Which explained, as much as anything, why he'd turned to crime 
- because he didn't know how else to make a living. 

He couldn't play sports. He couldn't work in an office, or any 
enclosed space, really, because the furniture wouldn't accommodate 
him, and he tended to break... well, everything. 

He could have been in great demand as a bouncer, but experience 
had shown there was always a very drunk or very stupid guy who felt 
the need to pick a fight with the monster at the door, and there was 
no way for Tom to come out ahead in those situations. 

Construction work was a viable option, and demolition work was 
even better, but Tom resorted to them only when he was desperate, 
because the thing about job sites was: Porta-Johns. Enough said. 

That left moving things as the best way for Tom to earn money. 
He'd always been very good at moving things. (Assuming, of course, 
the things were not fragile.) Had he only himself to provide for Tom 
might have stuck to legitimate moving jobs. But he was also 
supporting his ailing mother, and that meant loading dock wages 
weren't enough. Tom wasn't proud of his criminal activities, but he 
wasn't quite ashamed either. When a reputable, non-violent thief 
like Ducky called, he was always willing to listen. 

And Ducky did call, shortly after Tom left Kool Beanz. He'd 
cleaned up the mess in there, apologized profusely to everybody, 
given the guy in scrubs some cash for his trouble and promised to 
send Lauren a new iPad. And while everyone had been very 
understanding, even forgiving, Tom was feeling pretty glum about 
the whole thing, especially about the possibility that he'd ever see 
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Lauren again. Ducky's call couldn't help with any of that, but it 
cheered Tom up just the same. They made arrangements to meet 
the next day. 


Regarding the second man Yunko needed, Ducky had several 
candidates in mind, none of whom was Bruno Lombardozzi. But the 
others were all unavailable. 

Crawford was under investigation for collecting unemployment 
while working at the unemployment office. Stark was hiding out in 
West Virginia while his ex-wives carved up his assets (although they 
would have preferred to carve up him). The Buffalo had moved to 
Montana to he with his little Lulu, who was going to be thrilled to see 
him, he just knew, if she would only rescind that restraining order. 
And Shorty, according to the pleasant young woman who identified 
herself as "his new old lady," was back in jail. 

With regret, Ducky called Bruno. 

"This isn't a good time to talk," Bruno said into the phone without 
preamble. "Can I call you back?" 

"Sure," Ducky said, hoping he didn't sound too relieved. 

"Okay," Bruno said, and tapped his earpiece. Then he turned to 
his girlfriend and said, "This isn't a good time to talk." 

Paula Kacprzyk, no stranger to melodrama in the short time she'd 
know Bruno, gave him a bewildered look and said, "Because of the 
treadmill?" 

"No, of course not," Bruno said, as he pounded along on a path to 
nowhere. "I can talk while I'm walking." 

"Because you’re eating?" Paula asked. 

Bruno had a mouthful of ice cream, so he just shook his head. 

"Then how can it be a bad time," Paula said, "when you're the one 
who said we needed to talk?" 

Bruno licked his spoon. "I changed my mind," he said. 

"Thanks for letting me know," Paula said. "I came here straight 
from work." 

"I know, sorry," Bruno said. He was in his early 30's, burly and 
compact, still built like the high school wrestler he'd been. He had 
forearms like Popeye and a nose like a mashed potato. 
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He put the spoon back in his pint of Jenn & Barri's Marshmallow 
Caramel Fudge and put the pint in the treadmill's cup holder. "I'm 
just, I'm just, I'm just in such a STATE," he said, walking faster with 
each word. 

"Lemme guess," Paula said. "Columbus Day." Which was 
approaching rapidly, as Bruno had noted repeatedly in recent weeks. 

Bruno gave Paula a wounded look. "You make it sound like it's no 
big deal." 

"Maybe it shouldn't be," Paula said. 

"Are you crazy?" Bruno said, arming sweat from his forehead. 

"So you're half Italian and half Indian," Paula said. 

"Don't say Indian!" Bruno said, stumbling on the treadmill and 
quickly righting himself. 

"Sorry, half Cherokee," Paula amended. "And that makes 
Columbus Day very weird for you, because of what Columbus's 
arrival in America led to for the Ind- for the natives." 

"I never know if I should march in the parade or lead the protest," 
Bruno said. 

"What if you didn't do either?" Paula said. 

"But it's my heritage!" Bruno said. 

"What've you done in the past?" Paula said. 

"Nothing!" Bruno said. "That's the worst part." 

"Well, how did your parents handle this?" Paula said. 

"There's only one time I can remember before they divorced," 
Bruno said. "Dad led the parade and Mom called in the bomb 
threat." 

"Okay then," Paula said. 

"See what I mean?" Bruno said. 

"Look," Paula said. "I understand you have this on your mind 
right now. But you said we needed to talk, presumably about 
something else, and I came here so we could talk." She arched her 
eyebrows archly at him. 

"I told you it's not a good time!" Bruno said. 

"But when will there ever be a good time?" Paula said. "You’re 
always worked up about something." 

"All right, fine," Bruno said. "Fair enough." He slowed his pace a 
bit. "I think we should break up," he said. 
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Paula's mouth fell open. 

"Maybe," Bruno quickly added. 

"Goodbye," Paula said. 

Bruno watched her head out of the room. "Just like that?" he 
called after her. 

The front door opened and slammed shut. 

"Six weeks," Bruno ruminated. "A new record." It was inane to 
feel proud of such a thing, but he did feel proud, despite that. Which 
made it all the more inane. Which, of course, made him cling to his 
pride. 

He sped up the treadmill again and called Ducky back. "You only 
come to me when you can't get anybody else," Bruno said. "So 
what're you up to?" 

"Well," Ducky said carefully, "I'm planning this, uh, costume 
party, and I thought it'd be good to have somebody come as a cop. A 
detective, I mean." 

"Right," Bruno said. 

"Does that sound like something you can handle?" Ducky said. 

"Oh, I'm sure I can handle it," Bruno said. 

"But would you want to?" Ducky said. He'd forgotten you had to 
be very precise when speaking to Bruno. "There's gonna be, uh, 
prizes, of course," he added hastily. 

"I'd do it either way," Bruno said. "Pretending to be someone else 
is the only way I get any peace in this world." 

"Yeah, I've noticed that about you," Ducky said. 


Elsewhere in the city, early that Tuesday evening, a couple from 
southern California were trying to figure out just where they'd gone 
wrong. 

They'd come to town to check out graduate schools and houses, 
and they'd learned early on that driving in Pittsburgh presented 
certain challenges. Between the hills, the tunnels, the rivers and the 
bridges, not to mention an asymmetrical street grid, confusing 
signage, and never-ending road work, even the best GPS couldn't 
always get you where you were going. 

They were somewhere in the South Hills now, in a parking lot, 
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looking at Mapquest on the wife's smartphone and not making any 
headway. "I'm gonna ask this guy," the husband said, eyeing 
someone who'd just gotten out of his car. 

He was a man was in his 40's, stockily built, of average height. 
The couple from California weren't football fans, but if they had been 
they'd have thought this guy, with his thinning brown hair and 
bristly mustache and jutting jaw, looked a bit like the former Steelers 
coach, Bill Cowher. He was wearing a Pirates cap, a Penguins 
sweater, and Steelers pants. 

"Excuse me," the husband said, "can you tell me how to get to 
Lenora Lane?" 

"Yinz from outta tahn?" the man said amiably. "I can tell by the 
accent." 

"California," the husband said. 

"Aw, that ain't so far," the man said. "My nephew went to school 
there." 

"Oh?" the wife said. "Which school?" 

"Cal U," the man said, as if it were obvious. 

"Oh, Berkeley?" the wife said. "Good for him." 

"Not Berkeley. Cal - U," the man repeated, as if to someone 
feeble-minded. 

"Davis?" the husband said. 

"California University of Pennsylvania," the Pittsburgher said in 
exasperation. "Half an ahr sahth of the city." 

"We thought you meant the state of California," the wife 
explained. 

"Why would he go all the way aht there?" the man said. 

The husband chuckled uncomfortably. "Well, anyway,” he said, 
"Lenora Lane?" 

"Sure," the man said, gesturing. "Go ahta here, turn left at the 
boor with the big Stillers sign, head sahth. Go past a filled of flahrs 
and turn right at the second light. Don't miss the turn or yinz'll end 
up Dahntahn." 

The couple didn't quite know what to say. 

"What part a California yinz from?" the man asked. 

"Uh, Malibu," the wife said. 

"Rilly?" the man said. "I just saw somethin' on PBS about well 
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watchin' in Malibu." 

"Well watching?" the husband said. 

"Y'know, like Moby Dick ’n'at," the man said. "Yinz ever go see 
the wells?" 

"Oh, um, yeah, sure," the husband said. 

Bars of "The Pennsylvania Polka" filled the air. "Scuse me," the 
Pittsburgher said, fishing his cell out of his pocket and checking the 
screen. "Sorry," he told the couple, "Gotta take this." 

"Well, thanks for your help," the wife said. She took her 
husband's arm and stage-whispered "Let's ask somebody else" 
before they scurried off. 

"What's up, Duck?" the man said into his phone. 

"Heh," Ducky said. "How's it going, Jerz?" 

Jerzy Paczewski was one of a dying breed known as yinzers, after 
the term they used instead of "youse guys" or "y'all" or "the lot of 
you." Like other words that originated as epithets, "yinzer" was now 
used ironically or even affectionately. It denoted someone with a 
working class sensibility, a heavy Pittsburgh accent, and limited 
interest in the world beyond the city's borders. 

Jerzy was the go-to guy for all your criminal transportation needs. 
He had an encyclopedic knowledge of the city's streets, roads and 
highways which always seemed to incorporate the latest traffic 
patterns, detours, etc. He could also get you just about any vehicle 
you might want, in short order and without attracting undue 
attention from the various authorities who liked to poke their noses 
into the business of the common criminal. 

"You up to somethin'?" Jerzy said into the phone. 

"I'm planning a party," Ducky said. "You free tomorrow?" 

"Sure," Jerzy said. "Who don't love a porty?" 
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The weather being cool and drizzly, Ducky met Ray Louis in a 
mall in the eastern suburbs. At nine o'clock on a Thursday morning 
there weren't many people around yet. Those who were around 
shambled about somewhat aimlessly, their postures slumped, their 
faces haggard and slack. It could have been the set of a zombie 
movie. 

The two men settled down on a bench near what used to be a JC 
Penney store. A sign next to the entrance said COMING SOON, but 
the space underneath the words had been empty for years. 

"I don't get why two guys can't handle this," Louis said. 

"Maybe you don't know enough about what's involved," Ducky 
said. 

"Or maybe I picked the wrong two guys." 

"All due respect, I don't feel like debating it with you, Ray," Ducky 
said. "Do you have something for me or not?" 

Louis grudgingly handed over a manila envelope he'd been 
holding inside his jacket. "Three more advances," he said. When 
Ducky reached for the envelope, Louis pulled it away. "Eighteen 
thousand is a lot to spend on three guys I've never even met. I'm 
doing this because I trust you, Duck. Do I have any reason not to 
trust you?" 

"Hey, like I said, if you want to meet the new members of the 
team, I'll he happy to set it up." 
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Louis waved off that idea. "Just get this thing done soon," he 
said. 

"I'm the most trustworthy crook you're ever gonna deal with, 
Ray," Ducky said indignantly. "That's a fact. So if this is gonna go 
forward we have to move past the petty stuff." 

"Don't go getting your panties in a bunch," Louis said. "I gotta 
look after my investment, that's all." 

"What's your guy care about this kind of money?" Ducky said. 
"He’s loaded." 

Louis regarded Ducky coldly. "Yeah, and you know why guys like 
him stay loaded? 'Cause they care about every last penny." 

"All I can tell you is it's gonna be money well spent," Ducky said. 

"It'd better be," Louis said, "for your sake." 


When Yunko walked into Loafin' shortly after eight that night, 
there were a couple of customers hunched over the bar, staring up at 
the television in the back corner. 

The bartender, not familiar to Yunko, was a being of 
indeterminate age, gender and ethnicity. A look of recognition 
crossed its face as Yunko approached. 

"You must be with the guys in the back," it said, in a voice which 
didn't reveal any of its mysteries. 

"How'd you know?" Yunko said warily. 

"They said you were kind of grim looking," the bartender said. 

Yunko tried to look less grim, felt stupid for trying, and then saw, 
in the mirror behind the bar, that he now looked grimmer than ever. 
"So the other four are here?" he asked. 

The bartender nodded. "They said you have to buy the next 
round since you're the last one in." 

"Unfortunately," Yunko said. 

"So what can I get you?" 

"Whatever's cheap." 

The bartender busied itself putting together the round. Yunko 
found his eyes and ears drawn to what was playing on the TV. 

"Hello," said the bright-eyed, apple-cheeked man on the screen, 
"and welcome to this week's edition of 'Catch Up with Heinz.' I'm 
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your host, Heinz Westinghouse, and today we're going to have a 
panel discussion on the topic of 'Does Pittsburgh have an inferiority 
complex?' 

"It's been suggested by a local blogger that people in the Burgh 
spend too much time talking and writing about how great our city is, 
what a low cost of living we have, our many cultural offerings, the 
friendliness of our residents, the terrific public parks, the ease of 
getting around, and things like that, and that we do this because we 
feel" - Heinz made air quotes - "insecure about the traditional 
image of the city as some kind of sports-crazed, shot-and-a-beer, 
'Hell with the lid off kind of place. 

"Joining me here in the studio are Hedley Hull from local NPR 
affiliate WZZZ and Michael B. Ayers from the Pittsburgh Chamber of 
Commerce, and joining us via Twitter will be @caitlinyang, Youth 
Liaison from the Mayor's office. Caitlin's tweets will appear on your 
TV screen as they come in. Welcome, everyone." 

Hull and Ayers nodded and smiled. Caitlin tweeted "thx gr8 2b 
here!!" 

"Michael, why don't we start with you," Heinz said. "Does the city 
have some kind of inferiority complex, or are these just the 
grousings of a non-native, the kind of person I like to call a 'pilgrim,' 
somebody who simply doesn't get what makes Pittsburgh special?" 

"Well, it's easy to criticize, isn't it?" Ayers said pleasantly. 
"Especially when you do it from cyberspace. My guess is this guy's 
not from around here." 

"I bet he's from New York," Hull chipped in. "Or worse, 
Cleveland!" 

"burn lol," tweeted Caitlin. 

"Here you go," the bartender said. 

Yunko turned away from the TV to see a tray of beers in front of 
him. He settled the tab and headed for the back room. 


"There he is," Ducky said as Yunko stepped into the room. 

"Sorry I'm late," Yunko grumbled. 

"I offered you a ride, Yunk," Ducky said. 

"Something tells me," Yunko said, "it wouldn't have made any 
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difference." 

He set the tray down while the others got up to greet him. 

"You remember Jerzy," Ducky said. 

"Sure," Yunko said, extending a hand. 

"Long time no see," Jerzy said. Today he had on a Pitt cap and a 
Pirates jersey, and plain black jeans because he'd spilled nacho 
cheese on his Penguins sweats. 

"Something I've always meant to ask you," Yunko said. "Is your 
name really Jerzy or do people call you Jersey because you're always 
wearing, you know, a sports outfit?" 

Jerzy frowned. "I don't unnerstand what you're askin'," he said. 

Yunko went through it again. 

"People call me Jerzy," Jerzy said. "What else would they call 
me?" 

"But how do you spell it?" Yunko tried. 

"Like it sounds," Jerzy said. 

"But-" Yunko began, but Ducky saved him from himself by 
jumping in to make another introduction. 

"This is Tom Blaney, Yunk," Ducky said. 

"Nice to meet ya," Yunko said, craning his neck to look the giant 
in the eye. 

Tom shook Yunko's hand and somehow the hand survived. 

"Blaney," Jerzy mused. "Sounds like an Irish name." 

"Sure is," Tom said. 

"But you can't be from Ireland," Jerzy said, eyeing Tom's 
chocolaty skin. 

"Haven't you ever heard of black Irish?" Tom said with a grin. 

Understanding washed over Jerzy's face. "So that's what that 
means," he said. 

"And you probably remember Bruno," Ducky said to Yunko. 

"In case you forgot, I don't shake," Bruno said, stuffing his hands 
into his pockets. "Germs," he explained. 

"Who could forget Bruno," Yunko said. 

Everybody sat down at the table except Tom, whose bulk was 
better accommodated by a bench against the wall. 

Ducky said, "I've brought them up to date on the job, Yunk. They 
understand your plan and they're all on board." 
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"Good," Yunko said. "Any questions?" 

"Coupla minor deetells that need cleared up," Jerzy said. "What 
kinda vickles yinz lookin' for?" 

"One of them Tom has to be able to drive" — Yunko almost said 
"fit into" — "and it should probably be something upscale, you know, 
like a pro football player would buy. Another one has to look like 
what a plainclothes detective would ride around in. And the third 
one is for you, me and Ducky. Something inconspicuous." 

"Gotcha," Jerzy said. "Shouldn't be no problem." 

"You ended with a preposition," Bruno said. 

"Me?" Yunko said, after a moment. 

Bruno nodded. "'Would ride around in.' That's bad grammar." 

"So what?" Yunko said. 

"Thought you might wanna know," Bruno said. 

"Any other questions?" Yunko said. 

"When do we do this?" Tom asked. 

"As soon as we have everything we need," Yunko said. "Does 
Monday give everybody enough time?" 

"Monday's out," Bruno said darkly. "It's Columbus Day." 

Nobody understood that hut nobody wanted to ask. 

"Tuesday then?" Yunko said. 

There were nods from all except Jerzy. "Tuesday?" he said. "No, 
not Tuesday. Uh-uh. Can't do it." 

"What's wrong?" Ducky said. 

Jerzy looked around the room. "Whatsa matter with yinz? 
Tuesday the Pens're playin' Deetroit." 

"How about Wednesday, then?" Yunko said. 

"Wednesday's good," Jerzy said. 

"So Wednesday," Yunko said. 

"It's Detroit, by the way," Bruno said. 

"That's what I said," Jerzy said. 


44 



8 


A key part of the plan hatched by Laughlin Jones and Ray Louis 
was for Jones to be out of town around the time when the 
dognapping was to take place. Both men thought this would help 
head off any suspicions that might arise in the Furness camp after 
Guff disappeared. 

Never one for subtle gestures, Jones decided to go to Australia for 
a month. He had legitimate opportunities to pursue there, and he'd 
always wanted to visit the place, and it was almost 10,000 miles 
from the scene of the impending crime. 

Louis thought it would work brilliantly if they timed the trip right. 
And so, shortly after his meeting with Yunko and Ducky in the 
parking lot, he called Jones and gave him the go-ahead to leave the 
country. 

That was Monday. Now it was Friday morning, at least in 
Pittsburgh, and time for Louis to check in with his client. 

"How's Sydney?" Louis said into the phone. 

"Don't talk to me like we're buddies," Jones replied. "Is there any 
news?" 

"Not yet," Louis said evenly. "But soon." 

"You'd better hope so," Jones said. "You hide it well, by the way," 
he added. 

"Excuse me?" Louis said. 

"You don't like the way I talk down to you, but you hide it well," 


45 



JOHN NOVAK 


Jones said. "It must come from having played second fiddle to that 
idiot Mayo for all those years. He was tough on the help, too, wasn't 
he?" 

"He didn't hold anything back," Louis said. "Kind of like you 
don't." 

"You know what I like about people who keep their cool?" Jones 
said. 

"What?" 

"Nothing. They're more boring than C-SPAN." 

"I'll keep it in mind," Louis said. 

"Do that," Jones said. "So tell me, is everything going the way 
you envisioned?" 

"More or less," Louis said, and then explained, in carefully vague 
terms, that there were five people on the job instead of two. 

"Well, if that's what it takes," Jones said disinterestedly. "Don't 
worry about the money," he added. "That'll get sorted out in the end 
like it always does." 

"I'm sure it will," Louis said. 


At around the same time, and not too far away, Eliza Furness 
Traill walked into the kitchen of the home she shared with her 
mother and got a surprise. 

"Who's the coffee for?" Eliza said, enjoying the aroma even 
though she didn't drink the stuff. "Are you expecting someone?" 

Carrie looked up from that day's copy of the Cheerleader. "It's for 
me," she said. 

"You don't drink coffee," Eliza asserted. 

"Sometimes I do," Carrie said. 

"You don't drink coffee at home," Eliza clarified. 

"And yet," Carrie said, raising the cup to her lips. 

A fair-haired version of her mother, Eliza picked up the bag of 
coffee on the counter. "'Mean Joe'?" she said, looking at the label. 

"It's a local company," Carrie said, smiling enigmatically. 

"What am I missing here?" Eliza said. 

"I'm sure you'll figure it out," Carrie said, but by that time Eliza 
had taken out her smart phone and was tapping away. 
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"Have you walked the dog?" Carrie asked. 

"Not yet," Eliza said distractedly. 

"I don't think it's good to make him wait too long," Carrie said. 
"He hasn't been out since last night." 

"You could walk him," Eliza said. 

"You know that I've tried," Carrie admonished. "He won't walk 
with me, for whatever reason. He won't even go to the bathroom. 
He just stands there." 

"He's the strangest dog I've ever been around," Eliza said. "I 
don't know why you don't just trade him to Asshole for a summer 
home or something." 

"As long I know that he loves that dog and wants it back," Carrie 
said, "there's nothing he can offer me for it." 

"Aha!" Eliza said. She held up her phone and smiled 
triumphantly at her mother. "Mean Joe is the second biggest local 
coffee company. The biggest one is Steel City Java. Steel City is 
owned by Asshole. It's one of those little ventures that's close to his 
heart - or whatever passes for his heart." 

Carrie smiled. "Nice work." 

"You're going to buy Mean Joe, aren't you?" Eliza said. 

"I've already bought it," Carrie said. 

"You're going to pump money into it just to spite him, aren't 
you?" Eliza said. 

"What kind of person do you think I am?" Carrie said. 

"Sorry. You're going drive Steel City Java out of business." 

"That's more like it," Carrie said. 
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A little after two in the morning on Wednesday, October 16, a 
Honda Samurai minivan pulled over on Beeler Street in Oakland, 
near the campus of Carnegie Mellon University ("Where English is a 
Science"). The van's side door slid open and out came Yunko and 
Ducky, each wearing a lot of dark clothing. Yunko sported a 
backpack; Ducky held a pet carrier. Yunko slid the van door shut 
and both men stepped away from the vehicle, which headed off. 

Yunko and Ducky crossed the street and went up a flight of steps. 
In front of them was a student housing complex. They skirted its 
edges, keeping to the shadows, and made their way around to the 
back. There was a thicket of woods there which formed a natural 
barrier between the university's property and Carrie's. Guided by 
the beam of a small flashlight, Yunko and Ducky entered the woods. 


In a hotel parking lot in Shadyside, Tom and Bruno killed time by 
going over the scenario again. Tom wore khakis and a sweater. 
Bruno wore a plain, cheap suit which made him look fat, he thought. 
He kept tugging at his shirt collar and patting his forehead with a 
handkerchief. 

"Don't be nervous," Tom said reassuringly. 

"Obviously you don't know me very well," Bruno said. 

Tom's phone trilled with a text from Ducky. 
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"Time to go," Tom said. "See you in a few." He got into a Chevy 
Macro SUV and drove out of the parking lot. 

Bruno watched him go, then pulled out his own phone. With a 
few more minutes to kill, he did something he'd been putting off for 
several days: checked Paula's Facebook page to see what nasty things 
she'd been writing about him. He could only imagine how badly 
she'd been savaging him since their breakup. 

What? No mention of him at all?! That was even worse! 

He sent her an angry text. 


Jerzy turned left onto Wilkins Avenue. He pulled over and 
parked the Samurai about a quarter mile from the driveway which 
led up to Carrie's house. 

With nothing to do for a while he used his phone to go online. 
Lately he'd been enjoying a YouTube documentary called 
"Pittsburgh Dad." 


Driving through Shadyside in a Ford Innocuous, Bruno got a call 
on his cell. 

"Why aren't you asleep?" Bruno said. 

"I was asleep," Paula said tersely. "I forgot to turn my phone off. 
Your nasty text woke me up." 

"Oh, jeez," Bruno said. "I'm really sorry about that. I didn't mean 
it." 

"If you didn't mean it why'd you send it at two twenty in the 
fucking morning?" 

"No, no," Bruno said. "I meant the text, but I didn't mean to wake 
you. That's what I'm sorry about, see?" 

"Well that makes me feel better," Paula said dryly. 

"Look," Bruno said, "I'm sorry about the text too. It was a knee- 
jerk kind of thing. I shouldn't have sent it. I know I'm an idiot, but 
please accept my apology. Please, Paula. Please." 

"Oh, don't worry about it," she said dismissively. "I've gotten 
much worse texts from exes. Plus I shouldn't've left my phone on." 

"You know, we really should talk," Bruno said, turning onto Fifth 
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Avenue. "About us I mean. I'm feeling a lot of regret about 
everything." 

"Well, thanks for telling me that," Paula said, her tone softening. 
"I've got some regrets of my own." 

"I miss you," Bruno said. 

"I miss you too," Paula said after a moment. "So do you wanna 
talk now, since I'm awake?" 

Bruno cringed. "Well, uh, now, now is...oh Christ, how do I say 
this?" 

"Let me guess," Paula said sourly. "Now's not a good time to 
talk." 

"It's actually the worst possible time," Bruno said, "but what if-" 

Then he had to hold the phone away from his ear while Paula 
yelled at him. 


Yunko turned off the flashlight. He and Ducky crept up to the 
edge of the woods and peered into Carrie's back yard. The house 
stood quietly in front of them. There were no lights on, and the 
moon was obscured by clouds. 

The two men walked casually across the small lawn, stopping at 
the back porch. They hunkered down next to the steps and carefully 
unpacked their gear. 


Tom turned up Carrie's driveway. Gravel crunched under the 
tires. 

He wasn't nervous, but he knew the next part was the trickiest 
and most important, so he felt the pressure to do it just right. He'd 
only get one shot at it. 

He drove up into the clearing and saw the house. It had a big 
front porch with a stone foundation. He aimed the Macro at the 
near corner of the foundation and gave it some gas. 

As the SUV closed on its target Tom double-checked his seat belt. 
At the critical moment he hit the brakes and turned the wheel hard 
left. The passenger side of the vehicle slammed into the foundation 
with a big, metallic BANG! 
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It was a dramatic impact but there was no engine damage and the 
airbags didn't deploy. Perfect, Tom thought. 

Less than a minute later the Innocuous appeared on the scene, a 
flashing blue bubble on its roof. Bruno parked near the SUV and got 
out. As he walked up to the Macro Bruno saw lights come on in the 
house. 

"You all right?" Bruno asked Tom quietly. 

"Good," Tom said. 

The front door opened and out stepped Carrie, in pajamas and a 
robe, and Eliza, in sweatpants and a t-shirt. "What happened?" 
Carrie said, taking in the scene. 

"Sorry for the disturbance, ma'am," Bruno said in a very un- 
Bruno-like voice. "As you can see there's been an accident." 

"Careful of the dog," Carrie told Eliza behind her. Eliza shut the 
door and the two women came down the front steps. 

Still seated in the SUV, Tom discreetly tapped his phone to send 
Ducky a pre-arranged text. Then he allowed Bruno to help him out 
of the vehicle. 


Ducky got the text and went to work cajoling the back door with 
his burglar tools. Meanwhile Yunko put on a pair of crepe-soled 
shoes. 


Carrie and Eliza stared in awe at the giant before them. Eliza's 
awe had a little extra English on it. 

Bruno held up a badge. "Ladies, I’m Detective Fitzgibbon of the 
Pittsburgh Police. I spotted this gentleman's vehicle weaving in 
traffic and followed it up here. He appeared to lose control of the 
vehicle and then crashed into your home." 

"Are you all right?" Eliza asked Tom. 

"I'm okay," Tom said. He hung his head. "I'm really sorry about 
this." 

Bruno said, "Have you been drinking at all tonight, sir?" 

"Not a drop," Tom said. 

"Would you mind taking a field sobriety test for me?" 
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"Not at all," Tom said. 


Yunko eased into the foyer. Light from the front part of the house 
let him see well enough to get his bearings. He crouched near the 
door, took a dog treat out of his jacket pocket, and set it on the floor 
in front of him. Then he took a dog whistle out of his other jacket 
pocket, put it to his lips, and blew. 

In a short time he heard toenails tapping on the hardwood floor, 
coming his way. 


"If you weren't drinking," Bruno said, "why were you driving 
erratically?" 

"I was upset," Tom said. "I was on the phone with my ex, arguing 
about our daughter." 

"Why were you arguing?" Bruno said. 

"I live in Cleveland," Tom said. "Maddie and her mother live 
here. I travel a lot for work, so it's hard for me to make time to be 
with Maddie." 

"That must be hard on you," Carrie said. 

"It's really hard," Tom said. "She's three." 

"Aw," Carrie said. 

"How long have you been divorced?" Eliza said. 


Maybe the low light had something to do with it, but Yunko 
thought Guff was even odder looking in the flesh. He was a smallish 
dog, maybe 20 or 25 pounds, with a flat face and a wrinkly forehead, 
and big, bulging eyes that were hard to look away from. One of his 
ears stood at attention while the other flopped against his head. His 
barrel-shaped torso sat on long, almost spindly legs. He had little or 
no fur. 

And he was not as interested in the treat as Yunko had expected. 

"Here, boy," Yunko whispered. 

Guff eyed Yunko, then the treat, but wouldn't come any closer. 
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"I can't get my ex to move out my way," Tom said, "so I have to 
come here when I can. But like I said, it's tough, with my work and 
all." 

"Are you a football player?" Eliza asked. 

"I play for the Browns," Tom said. 

"We'll try not to hold that against you," Bruno said, and 
everybody chuckled. 


Yunko reached out, slowly, and pushed the treat toward Guff. 

The dog stared at him. 

According to Ray Louis, this particular brand of treat was the only 
one Guff liked. So now Yunko wasn't sure what to do. 

"Everything okay?" Ducky whisper-shouted from outside. 

Guffs eyes darted toward the voice. 

Yunko ignored Ducky, hoping he'd get the hint and keep quiet. 
"Everything okay, Yunk?" Ducky said, louder. 

The dog looked toward the door, then he looked at Yunko. Then 
he barked. 


"I was supposed to have Maddie all day tomorrow," Tom said. 
"But when I got in tonight, my ex called to say she'd made other 
plans. Basically to spite me, you know?" 

"Ooh," Eliza said. 

"I was not real happy with her," Tom said. "But I didn't go over 
there and make a scene or anything." 

"Good," Carrie said. 

"I spent more than an hour on the phone with her," Tom said, 
"trying to talk things out, and at some point I got tired of sitting in 
my hotel room so I got in the car. We kept talking. Things got pretty 
intense, and then I got lost, and the next thing I know I'm driving 
into your porch." A concerned look came over his face. "Which, by 
the way, of course I'll pay for the damage." 

"Oh, don't worry about it," Carrie said. "It looks to me like your 
car got the worst of things. I'm just glad you're okay." 
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Now, at least, Yunko knew what to do. He couldn't wait for Guff 
to change his mind about the treat. And he really didn’t want to hear 
any more noise out of the dog. 

He inched closer, repeating twin mantras of "Good dog" and 
"Nobody's gonna hurt you," and when he got close enough he picked 
the treat up off the floor. With his left hand he held the treat up in 
front of Guffs face, and while the dog was distracted by that, with 
his right hand Yunko grabbed the animal's collar. 

A lot of squirming ensued, but Yunko managed to get his left arm 
around the dog and scoop it up. He staggered to his feet, wrestling 
with the twisting, scratching, wriggling beast, and clambered out the 
door. 

Ducky was there waiting for him. Yunko stumbled and bumped 
into his friend, who mistook this as a sign that Yunko wanted him to 
take the dog. Somehow Ducky got his arms around Guff, even 
though Yunko hadn't let go. Yunko was confused and irritated; 
Ducky was just confused. 

"I got him, I got him! Let go!" Yunko hissed. 

"Okay, okay," Ducky whispered. 

He let go, but in the commotion Yunko lost his grip on Guff. The 
dog sprang out of his arms and skittered to a landing on the porch. 
Yunko went to his left, hoping to block the dog's path to the door, 
but instead Guff went to his left. He scampered off the porch, 
zipping right past Ducky's outstretched hands, and made a beeline 
for the woods. 


"It sounds like there aren't going to be any charges pressed," 
Bruno said. "Is that correct, ma'am?" 

"I don't see any reason for that," Carrie said. 

"Are my mother and I done, then?" Eliza said. 

"Well, ma'am," Bruno said, "I'd appreciate it if you stayed around 
for a few more minutes because even without charges I'll still need to 
make a report and get statements from you. It won't take long." 
"Whatever you need," Carrie said. 
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"We're happy to help," Eliza said, smiling at Tom. 


Yunko and Ducky ran after the dog but by the time they reached 
the trees he was gone. They couldn't even hear him, let alone see 
him. 

"We'll never find him in there," Ducky said. "Not at night, 
anyway." 

"We have to at least try," Yunko said. "Maybe he'll come to the 
whistle again." 

"I can't see him coming anywhere near us after we tried to grab 
him," Ducky said. "Plus we don't have time, Yunk. We have to get 
our stuff and get out." 

Yunko stared hard into the inky blackness of the woods. A breeze 
rustled leaves, but to him it was the sound of the rest of the money 
owed him, fourteen thousand dollars, flitting away. "You're right," 
he finally said. He surveyed the woods again. "Dammit!" 


Bruno's phone dinged. "Excuse me a second," he said, checking 
the display. 

A text from Ducky: "911." 

Bruno put the phone away. "Ladies, sir," he said, "I'm being 
called away on other business. We're gonna need to wrap things up 
here." 


They packed up their gear. The plan had been to leave the back 
door open when they left, to suggest that the dog had run away - 
and since the dog really had run away, neither Yunko nor Ducky saw 
any reason not to stick with the plan. 


* * 


* 


"Ladies, if it's okay with you I'll stop by tomorrow or Friday to get 
your statements," Bruno said. 

"Of course," Carrie said. 
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The damage to the Macro was mostly cosmetic. Tom got in and 
started the engine. From his perch in the driver's seat he looked at 
the women earnestly. "I can't tell you how much I appreciate the 
way you've handled this," he said. "I'm really, really sorry to have 
caused a commotion and gotten you out of bed." 

"It's nothing," Carrie said. 

"I wish you'd let me pay for any repairs the house needs," Tom 
said. 

"Forget it," Carrie said. "I just hope things work out with you and 
Maddie." 

"You can follow me back to the hotel, sir," Bruno said. 

"Can I at least give you my number," Tom asked Carrie, "in case 
you change your mind about the repairs?" 

"No, really, it's okay," Carrie said. 

"Couldn't hurt to have it, though," Eliza suggested. 

Carrie looked at her daughter. "Sure, why not," she said. 

"Do you mind, officer?" Tom said to Bruno. 

"It's detective," Bruno said testily, "but no, I don't mind." 

Tom recited the digits of a pre-paid phone Ducky had bought at a 
drugstore in Ohio. Bruno wrote them on his notepad, tore off the 
sheet, and handed it to Eliza. 

"We need to go now, sir," Bruno said impatiently. "Good night, 
ladies," he added, getting into his car. 

The women watched the men turn their vehicles around and drive 
off. It didn't even occur to them that the football player had never 
once mentioned his name. 


As they trudged through the woods, Ducky texted Jerzy to let him 
know they were on their way back. 

Yunko blew the dog whistle at regular intervals, and the two men 
looked and listened for signs of Guff. But he was gone. 

"It figures," Yunko said. "I was never much of a dog person." 
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"So what do we do?" Bruno said. 

It was about four in the morning. The vehicles and other 
accessories had been returned or discarded or stashed away, and the 
thieves had gathered at Jerzy's house in Lawrenceville. Jerzy's wife 
was on night shift. 

The guys had scheduled this little get-together when they planned 
the job, thinking they'd have something to celebrate. Yunko, Ducky, 
Jerzy and Bruno were seated at the dining room table; Tom occupied 
the couch in the living room. (The couch was none too pleased.) 
Everybody was drinking a special blend of Steel City Java named 
after Pittsburgh's celebrity chef Waldo Butternut. 

"Me and Ducky talked about it in the woods," Yunko said. 

"'Ducky and I talked about it'," Bruno said. 

Yunko frowned at him. "When did you and Ducky talk?" 

"No," Bruno said, "'Ducky and I talked about it in the woods.' 
See?" 

"You didn't talk to Ducky," Yunko said. "You weren't even with 
us." 

"T meaning 'you'," Bruno said. 

"What?" Yunko said. 

"It's okay, Yunk," Ducky said. "He's just correcting your English." 

"Correcting my English?" Yunko said. "What language is he 
speaking?" 
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"There's a rule about it, isn't there?" Tom said. "I before me 
except after cee?" 

Bruno started to say something, then saw the twinkle in Tom's 
eye. 

"Cute," Bruno said unconvincingly. 

"You and Ducky was talkin’ in the woods," Jerzy said impatiently 
to Yunko. "What was yinz sayin'?" 

"I was saying-guh," Yunko enunciated, with a sidelong glance at 
Bruno, "that when we talked, me and- him and- when us two- 
when Ducky talked and I also talked, we said somebody should go 
back into the woods early this morning and see if they can catch the 
dog." 

"How early this morning?" Bruno said. 

"As soon as the sun comes up." 

"But that's a couple hours away. The dog could be anywhere by 
then - in the woods, back home, wandering the neighborhood..." 

"Right," Yunko said. "But our thinking is, we can't look now, in 
the dark, and there's a decent chance that a couple hours from now 
the dog will still be in the woods. If we can catch it then, it'll still be 
early enough that we can get it out of the woods without attracting 
too much attention." 

"Guff," Tom said. "The dog's name is Guff. He's not an 'it.'" 

"I'll try to remember," Yunko said, giving Tom a wary look. 

"But what if the two women are also out there at sunrise, 
searching the woods?" Bruno said. 

"It's possible," Yunko acknowledged. "So I guess you two" - he 
indicated Bruno and Tom - "can't do this, since they know what you 
look like." 

"I can't do it neither," Jerzy said, "'cause she gets home at six and 
I told her I'd take her grocery shoppin'." No one had ever met or 
even seen Jerzy's wife, and he'd never referred to her by any name 
other than "she." 

"That's fine," Yunko said. "It'll just be us two, then," he added, 
motioning toward Ducky. "We're the ones who screwed this up, so 
we'll fix it." 

"But what makes you think the dog will come anywhere near 
you?" Bruno said. 
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"It's definitely a long shot," Yunko said. "But we have to try." 

"This is probably our only chance to salvage this thing," Ducky 
agreed. 

"Yeah," Jerzy said. "'Cause at some point ya figger the ex-wife's 
gonna find aht that wasn't a rill Cleve Brahnie that crashed into her 
hahs, and after that I don't think none of us wants to be anywhere 
near that hahs or them woods." 

"Couldn't have said it better myself," Yunko said. 


The meeting broke up. Yunko and Ducky found the nearest Eat N 
Park and killed time while fortifying themselves with food and lots 
more coffee. 

Yunko ordered an egg-white-and-spinach omelet, dry 12-grain 
toast and a fruit cup. Ducky asked for the Eatin' Pork special - a 
thick slab of ham topped by two sausage patties, one sausage link, 
and a strip of bacon, all arranged in the form of a smiling face. It 
came with shreddars (hash browns drowned in cheddar cheese), 
plus two pieces of white toast which Ducky immediately slathered 
with two pats of butter and three packets of grape jelly each. 

"Anything else I can get you guys?" the server asked. 

"A blueberry muffin," Ducky said. 

"Sure thing, hon," the young woman said. 

"And some more creamers," Ducky said. 

"You bet." 

"Oh, and we're out of sugar," Ducky said. 

"I'll be right back with all that," the server said sweetly. 

Yunko looked at Ducky's breakfast, then at his own. He looked at 
Ducky's thin frame, then at his own portly one. He sighed and took a 
bite of toast. 

Mmm. Fibrous. 


Shortly before dawn they re-entered the woods and retraced their 
path. When Carrie's back yard came into view, they stopped. 

"You go right, I'll go left," Yunko said. "We meet back here in half 
an hour, okay?" 
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"That's not much time to cover all this area," Ducky pointed out. 

"Yeah, but we don't want to be around when the owners start 
searching," Yunko said. "Here, take the whistle," he added. 
"Somehow I don't think the dog will come to me, but maybe he will 
to you." 

They split up. Yunko walked along the edge of the woods as it 
curved around toward the front of Carrie's property. There were no 
signs of activity in or around the house. Maybe that meant they 
didn't know the dog was missing yet, or maybe it meant they'd 
already found him. 

He turned left. He thought he might be headed west now, but 
here among the trees it was impossible to tell which direction the 
paltry sunlight was coming from. 

Leaves crunching under his feet, he climbed a short knoll. The 
other side of the knoll was longer and steeper. From his perch at the 
top, Yunko had a clear view of someone else's land. 

At the bottom of the hill each tree had a large PRIVATE 
PROPERTY sign on it. Most of the signs were tilted at a sharp angle; 
one was perfectly vertical; two others were upside down. 

Beyond the trees was a wire fence, also bedecked with signs, and 
beyond the fence was a small, unadorned yard. The house abutting 
the yard was a grandiose McMansion of a thing, painted three 
different colors, none of them complimentary, and teeming with 
gables, cupolas, and flying buttresses. No two windows were the 
same shape or size. 

Sitting on the back steps of the house was a thick-set man who 
may or may not have been looking in Yunko's direction. 

Yunko thought ruefully about all the noise he'd been making as he 
tramped through the leaves. 

The man didn't move or speak. He had some kind of snack bag in 
his hand. 

Yunko took one careful step backward, then another. Then a 
squirrel startled him and he lost his footing and he didn't get it back. 
He fell and tumbled partway down the slope, making a terrific racket 
and getting his face scratched to boot. 

He struggled to his feet, his mind racing with alibis and escape 
plans. The idea which quickly bubbled to the top of the list was to 
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simply walk away as if nothing had happened, without so much as a 
glance toward the house or the man in the yard. But going up the 
hill was slow and tricky business, and Yunko wasn't able to get far 
before the man spoke to him. 

"I guess you can't read too well, can you, Mister Man?" 

Yunko kept moving - more sideways than up, but it was the best 
he could do. 

"I know you can hear me," the man said, his voice getting closer. 
"If you don't stop I'm gonna call the cops." 

Yunko stopped. He turned to face the man but kept his face 
hidden behind a tree. "I don't want any trouble." 

"Shouldn't be on my property, then, Mister Man," the man said, 
stepping up to the fence. 

This was the point at which Yunko was supposed to apologize 
profusely, say he was lost and throw himself on the other man's 
mercy. But he didn't like the guy's hostile tone, and he really didn't 
like being called out for trespassing when he hadn't trespassed. So 
instead he said, adamantly, "I was never on your property." 

"The hell you weren't, Mister Man!" the guy said. "That hill is 
mine, I don't care what Carrie Furness says! You're on my property 
and I'm calling the cops!" 

Yunko's patience, never in big supply, ran out. The guy was 
bluffing about the cops, Yunko just knew it. Plus he hated self- 
righteous blowhards, and this guy was clearly one of those. Plus he 
was mad about the missing dog and he wanted to get out of these 
goddamned woods. 

He couldn't think of a more contemptuous response than to say 
nothing, so he said nothing. He started up the hill again. 

"I'm calling them right now!" the man shouted after him. 

"Go ahead," Yunko called back behind him. He plodded on, 
calculating that he was about ten feet from more stable ground, from 
which he could make a run for it if need be. 

"You'd better not come back, Mister Man!" the guy yelled. "This 
is MY PROPERTY!" 

Yunko whirled around, not caring any more if the guy got a good 
look at him. "You'd better hope I never come back!" he said. 
"Because I'll burn your property to the ground!" 
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The man flinched as if he’d been slapped. The blood drained out 
of his face - Yunko could see it even at that distance. "Stay away 
from here!" the man said, turning and fleeing. He looked back a 
couple of times to make sure Yunko wasn't coming after him, then 
disappeared inside. 

And people wonder why I hate people, Yunko thought. 


Ducky was waiting for him at the designated meeting place. 

"Sorry," Yunko said, knowing he was a few minutes late. 

"Everything okay?" 

Yunko made a dismissive gesture. 

"Well, I saw the dog," Ducky said. 

"Where?" 

"Back toward where we came in," Ducky said. "Something 
flashed by about fifty feet away, and I got a look at him. I went after 
him but he was out of sight almost as soon as I started. And the 
whistle didn't work." 

"Which way would you say he was headed?" Yunko asked. 

"Toward your half of the woods, basically," Ducky said. "But you 
didn't see him, huh?" 

"I met a strange creature," Yunko said, "but it wasn't Guff." 

Ducky raised his eyebrows. 

"I'll tell you on the way back," Yunko said. 


"What're ya thinking, Yunk?" Ducky said later. 

"I'm thinking we might have to write this one off," Yunko said. 

They'd left the woods without incident and were sitting in Ducky's 
car on Beeler Street. It was past dawn but the world remained 
shrouded in hazy gray light. 

"You sure you wanna give up?" Ducky said. 

"I don't want to," Yunko said. "I can't afford to. But you and me 
searching all those woods in the dark isn't gonna get the job done. 
And even if we spot the dog again, how do we catch it?" 

"You're right," Ducky said. "I'm not one to walk away from a 
payday, but I don't know what else we can do on this one." 
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"I'll tell the other three," Yunko said. "I feel like I should, since 
this was my screw-up. And I'll give Louis the bad news, too, if you 
want." 

"Uh, better let me do that part," Ducky said. 

"He still mad?" Yunko said. 

"You didn't make a great first impression," Ducky allowed. 

"So I still have the touch," Yunko said. 

Ducky smiled at that but quickly turned serious. "You know, 
there's a chance Louis will ask for the money back." 

"A chance?" Yunko said. 

"Right," Ducky said. "He'll definitely ask. So what can I say 
besides 'No'? Any ideas?" 

"Tell him to kiss your ass," Yunko said. "No, wait, tell him to kiss 
my ass." 

"Any non-bridge burning ideas?" Ducky said patiently. 

"Tell him it's the cost of doing business," Yunko said. 

"You're right," Ducky said, "but somehow I don't think that's 
gonna cut it." 

"Ask him if he has a receipt," Yunko said. 


"Eliza, wake up," Carrie said. 

Something in her mother's tone brought Eliza quickly up out of 
slumber. "What's wrong?" she said. 

"Remember I asked you to reset the alarm system before you 
went to bed last night?" 

"Yeah, sorry," Eliza said, wondering why that was such a big deal. 
They were always forgetting the alarm. She put her head back on the 
pillow. 

"Eliza," Carrie said firmly. 

"What?" Eliza pouted. 

"Did you leave the back door open?" 

"Last night? I don't know. I don't think so." 

"Well it was open this morning," Carrie said, "which you would've 
noticed last night if you'd reset the alarm." 

Eliza was in no mood to he tsk-tsked. She'd stayed up late poring 
over pictures of professional football players, looking for the 
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nameless hot guy who'd crashed his car into her house. "Why do you 
care so much about the stupid alarm, Mom?" she said. 

"It's not the stupid alarm I care about," Carrie said. "It's the 
stupid dog, which I think might have run out the stupid back door." 


"I am not happy about this," Ray Louis said over the phone. 

"Nobody's happy," Ducky said. Except maybe the dog, he almost 
added, hut he sensed that might push Louis over the edge. 

"You need to make this right," Louis said. 

Ducky calmly explained, over numerous interruptions, why 
"making this right" wasn't feasible under the circumstances. Then 
he explained it again, and at least some of it seemed to sink in. 

"What if I go look?" Louis said. 

"I don't see how that's any better than us doing it," Ducky said. 
"What if one of the women sees you? If they ever figure out what 
really happened they're gonna be describing your face to some 
sketch artist." 

Louis said nothing. 

"You still there?" Ducky asked. 

"I want my money back," Louis said. 

"I can understand why you'd say that," Ducky said, "but the way 
we figure—" 

Louis hung up on him. 


"How cold is it out?" Eliza asked as she slipped on shoes. 

"You'll be okay in a light jacket," Carrie said. 

Eliza got one and they went outside. The sky had gone from gray 
to white. 

"How do you want to do this?" Eliza said. 

"We each take half," Carrie said. 

"Half of the whole woods?!" Eliza said. 

Carrie shot her a look. "Please put your phone away," she said. "I 
want you to take this seriously." 

"Why? You don't even like the dog," Eliza complained, tucking 
the phone into her jacket pocket. 
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"Let me take this half," Carrie said, pointing to her right. "I don't 
want you going near Moley's property." 

"You shouldn't either," Eliza said. 

"I'll keep my distance," Carrie promised. "Listen," she went on, 
"neither of us really likes the dog, and he probably deserves a better 
life than he's had with us. But we can't just abandon him to the 
woods, either." 

"I know," Eliza said, and then she snorted. 

"What?" Carrie said. 

"I hope we find him," Eliza said. "I really do, if only because it's 
important to you. But what if we can't find him, and then after all 
the legal wrangling Asshole shows up here with a court order saying 
we have to turn the dog over. I'd love to see the look on his face 
when you tell him Guff ran away." 

"If that man ever shows up at my house," Carrie said ominously, 
"he'll he missing more than a dog when he leaves." 


"You remember who I'm working for, right?" Louis said, after 
Ducky called him back. "You understand what kind of resources he 
could bring to bear against yunz, if I told him yunz were trying to 
fuck us over." 

"Nobody's screwing over anybody," Ducky said. 

"You can't just give up," Louis said. 

"Nobody wants that," Ducky assured him. 

"But." 

"But, like I told you, we gotta he low for now," Ducky said. "As far 
as anybody knows the little fella ran away. As long as people are 
thinking along those lines there's still a chance to salvage this." 

"How?" Louis said. 

"We keep an eye on things," Ducky said. "If the dog finds his way 
home we pay him another visit. If he doesn't find his way home we 
figure out how to have him find his way to us." 

"None of that sounds simple or promising," Louis said. "And in 
the meantime I'm out more than thirty thousand bucks." 

"Jones will understand-" Ducky started to point out. 

Louis hung up on him again. 
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"Nothing, huh?" Carrie said. 

Eliza shook her head. 

"Me neither." 

"What do you want to do?" Eliza said. 

"Truthfully, I want to wash my hands of the whole business," 
Carrie said. She gestured toward the back yard. "But let's sprinkle 
around a few of those treats he likes and maybe they'll draw him 
back." 

"That could work," Eliza said. 

"Yeah, I don't think so either," Carrie said, "but what the hell." 


George Workman came in to work late that Wednesday morning, 
which meant he sat down at his desk only five minutes early. After 
decades of aggressive punctuality and a lifetime spent in strict 
observance of all rules great and small, Workman could have 
forgiven himself this one little lapse - which was not much of a lapse 
by most people's standards, certainly not by the standards of his co¬ 
workers - but he chose not to. Being less than a year from 
retirement didn't give him the right to slack off. He made a mental 
note to cut his lunch short. 

His sense of rectitude restored, Workman allowed himself to 
savor the memory of what had caused him to be late this morning - 
a steamy interlude with his wife Jane. The kind of thing they hadn't 
done for years, especially not on a weekday morning, when work 
beckoned to him and the fear of being "only" ten minutes early put 
lead in his foot rather than his- 

He chastised himself for nearly having a dirty thought. 

Anyway, it had been a great way to start the day, and Workman 
hoped he could look forward to it again. Something told him he 
could. Jane had been a different woman since George announced 
his intention to retire. She'd been a lot more affectionate with him. 
A lot more hands-on (hee-hee). 

As if thinking about his lovely wife had summoned her, 
Workman's private line rang. 
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It made him happy (and a little frisky!) to think that Jane was 
also, at this very moment, basking in the afterglow - that she was 
calling him so they could relive their morning glory. (They'd have to 
keep it brief and reserved, of course. He was on the clock now.) 

"Hey, baby," Workman purred into the phone. 

"What?" said a gruff male un-Janey voice. 

"Er, George Workman," Workman said stiffly. 

"It's Ray Louis, George," the voice said. 

Workman stammered as his state of mind jumped from alarmed 
(I just called my boss "baby"!) to relieved (wait, he's not my boss 
anymore!) to confused (but then why's he calling me?) and back to 
alarmed (and what does he want?). 

"I need a favor," Louis said, in a tone Workman remembered all 
too well. The tone said Here are your orders. 

"Uh-huh," Workman said. 

"Do I have to remind you why you owe me this favor?" Louis said. 

"No," Workman said dully. Louis had saved his job once, and 
here was the debt coming due. 

"Good," Louis said, and then he explained what he wanted. 

Which was surprisingly mundane and, even more surprisingly 
under the circumstances, didn't involve anything Workman wasn't 
comfortable with. What it involved was right up his alley, as a 
matter of fact. So at least there was that. 

Still, it made Workman uneasy to be doing anything for Ray 
Louis. The man oozed corruption. Even just the sound of his voice 
made Workman's skin crawl. 

"I guess I can handle that," he said. 

"Don't guess," Louis said, "just get it done." 

"And then what?" Workman said. 

"Then call me - immediately," Louis said, "and we'll go from 
there. Got it?" 

Workman wanted to ask What's the part you're not telling me? 
Instead he said, "Yeah," and then Louis said "Good" and hung up. 
Leaving Workman to wish he had asked the question, even though 
he knew he probably wouldn't like the answer. 

His mind was still spinning when his phone rang again. Now 
what? 
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"George Workman," he said guardedly. 

"Boy," Jane said, not hiding her disappointment, "after this 
morning I thought you'd he in a better mood." 
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11 


It was Friday morning. Carrie and Eliza had just finished another 
search of the woods, their third in as many days. They'd seen no 
sign of Guff. The treats they'd scattered in the back yard were still 
there. 

"What do you think happened to him?" Eliza said, as they 
tromped back to the house. It was a cold, damp day and the women 
were happy to be headed inside. 

"Somebody found him and took him in," Carrie said. "Maybe one 
of the families on Beeler." 

"But wouldn't they see the t-" Eliza began, and then her eyes 
widened. "What if they see the tags and return him to Asshole?" 

"What tags?" Carrie said with mock innocence. 

"Oh, duh," Eliza said. 

Carrie followed Eliza into the house. 

"We could go door to door down Beeler, I guess," Eliza said, 
taking off her shoes. 

"You sound even less enthusiastic about that than I am," Carrie 
said, hanging up her jacket. 

"I know, right?" 

"I just think it's time to move on," Carrie said. "If someone has 
taken Guff in, I'm not going to he the one who tells them they have to 
give up their new pet. And if he's still in the woods...well, then I'd 
say it's pretty clear he doesn't want to be found." 

"Plus," Eliza said, as they headed for the kitchen, "this way when 
Asshole's lawyers ask you what happened to the dog, you can 
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honestly say you don't know." 

"Deniability doesn't hurt," Carrie agreed. 

A few minutes later, over coffee, Carrie asked, "So did you call the 
football player?" 

"I left him a message two days ago," Eliza said. 

"You called him right away," Carrie noted with a smile. 

Eliza shrugged. "Yeah, but I haven't heard from him, so, 
whatever." 

"Too bad," Carrie said. 

"You know what's weird, though?" Eliza said. "I looked at the 
Cincinnati roster online and I didn't see him." 

"I thought he said he played for Cleveland," Carrie said. 

"I thought Cincinnati," Eliza said. "But maybe you're right." She 
grabbed her phone. 

"Are you sure this is worth pursuing?" Carrie said. "It sounds like 
he's not interested." 

"Don't be such a mom, Mom," Eliza said. 


There were many compelling reasons Yunko couldn't stop 
thinking about the dog, but in the end only one reason really 
mattered. 

He wanted the rest of his money, sure. Fourteen thousand bucks 
would keep him out of office drudgery for a good long while and give 
him time to figure out his next move. 

He also wanted his partners to get their money. They'd done 
their jobs; Yunko had failed to do his. He owed them, and it would 
eat at him until he made things right. 

And, much as he might try to deny it, Yunko also wanted to avoid 
any real trouble with Ray Louis. He sure as hell wasn't afraid of the 
man, but he recognized that making an enemy of Louis would be a 
very bad idea. 

The only reason that mattered, however, was simply this: He'd 
had the dog in his arms and he'd let it get away, and that made him 
feel like a fool. It was embarrassing. It was unprofessional. 

That was why he'd searched the woods on Thursday, and that was 
why he was here again early Friday evening. 
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He wore everyday clothes and carried no equipment other than 
the whistle, a pocketful of treats and a retractable leash he'd bought 
at a pet store. His plan, such as it was, involved finding the dog, 
luring it close enough to get it on the leash, and then calling Ducky 
to come pick them up. It had about zero chance of working, but it 
was the best he could do. 

He wandered around for a good long while, mindful to keep a safe 
distance from the Furness property. He saw squirrels, birds, a rabbit 
- no dog. 

By the time the sun went down the only part of the woods Yunko 
hadn't searched was the knoll where he'd encountered Mr. Private 
Property. Figuring what the hell, Yunko made his way over there, 
moving slowly to keep the noise down. 

Crouched on the ridge of the knoll, he could make out, below, the 
dark shapes of the trees hung with PRIVATE PROPERTY signs, and 
the wire fence with its own signs, and the yard, which was empty and 
lit by a single bulb above the back door. 

He watched for a few minutes and then gave up. He backed away 
from the ridge and started shuffling down the knoll. 

Then he heard the squeal of a door opening. 

He crept back to the crest of the ridge, stopping as soon as Mr. 
Private Property's yard came into view. 

And speak of the devil: Mr. Private Property stood in the middle 
of the yard, snack bag in hand, intently scanning the woods beyond 
his fence. Looking for intruders. Looking for me, Yunko thought 
with a certain satisfaction. 

But that wasn't the best part, because tethered to Mr. Private 
Property by a short leash was Guff. 

There was no mistaking the strange little dog for any other. At 
the moment he was about to pee on his new owner's shoes. 


"I've always wanted to say this to somebody," Yunko told Ducky 
over the phone that night. "I've got good news and bad news." 

"And which do I wanna hear first, right?" Ducky said, playing 
along. 

"Wrong," Yunko said, "because the good news is I know where the 
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dog is, and the bad news is I know where the dog is." 
"Heh," Ducky said. "Wait, what?" 


"I thought you’d be happier about this," Ducky said. 

On the other end of the line, Louis grunted noncommittally. 

"At least we know where our little friend is keeping himself," 
Ducky said. 

"You still there?" Ducky said. 

"What's your plan?" Louis finally said. For some reason it felt like 
a trick question. 

"Our plan is to finish the job," Ducky said uncertainly. "Is that 
what you m-" 

"Right, but what's your plan?" Louis said. 

"I just got the news ten minutes ago," Ducky said, flustered. 
"We're not quite at the planning stage yet." 

"No time like the present," Louis said. 

"We'd all like to wrap this up as soon as possible," Ducky assured 
him. 

"Then why are you still talking to me?" 

"Good point," Ducky said, ever the diplomat. 

"Hello?" Ducky said. 

"Where are that guy's manners?" Ducky said. 


"I remember this tub being a lot bigger," George Workman said. 

"I remember us being a bit smaller," his wife Jane replied. 

"But we still fit." 

"Barely," Jane said, and then they snorted like teenagers at her 
unintended pun. 

Workman leaned back against the tub. Jane leaned back against 
him. The air around them was warm and moist. 

"When was the last time we did this?" Workman said. 

"Nineteen eighty-three," Jane said. "Now hush." 

"Is there some kind of special occ-" 

"George, honey, relax," Jane said. "Just enjoy it. Let the hot 
water envelop you." 
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Well of course it's enveloping me, Workman thought. What else 
would it be doing if I'm sitting in it? But he had enough sense to not 
give voice to this. 

Jane turned the tap with her pink-nailed toes to add more hot 
water. Workman found it mildly uncomfortable at first, but by the 
time Jane twisted the faucet off the soothing power of the liquid heat 
had kicked in with a vengeance. Workman's muscles went slack. 
His mind emptied itself. He felt at peace. 

Then the phone rang. 

It was muted by the bathroom door but seemed all the louder for 
having debased a near-perfect silence. Workman tensed. 

"Forget it," Jane said. "Let it go to voice mail." 

After four rings the phone was quiet, and Workman relaxed. 

Then his cell rang. 

"What are the odds of that?" he said, sitting forward. 

"It doesn't matter," Jane said. "Ignore it." 

"What if it's Jenny?" Workman said, referring to their grown 
daughter. 

"I just talked to her an hour ago," Jane said. "She's fine." She 
turned to face him, smiling sweetly. "Let this be our time, okay?" 

"All right," Workman said. He sat back again. 

Seconds after the cell stopped ringing the land line started again. 

"Gosh darn it!" Workman said. "Sorry about the language, 
honey," he quickly added as he got out of the tub. 

"Wait!" Jane said. 

Workman's feet slapped wetly on the tile floor as he stormed out 
of the bathroom. 

Down the hall he went, Jane's protests diminishing with every 
step. By the time he got to the kitchen the land line had stopped 
ringing. But then of course the cell started up again, and 
conveniently it was right there on the kitchen table. 

"Hello!" Workman yelled into the phone. 

"George, Ray Louis. Forget about the favor." 

"What?!" Workman said, outraged and confused. 

"Listen to me," Louis said sternly. "I'm telling you to cancel what 
I asked you to do. Understand?" 

"Why-" 
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"Do you understand?" 

"Yeah," Workman said. 

"Good." 

"Hey," Workman said, "does this, uh, settle my debt?" 

"Since you didn't actually do anything," Louis said, "whadda you 
think?" And then he was gone. 

"Well, shoot," Workman said. 

"Who was it?" Jane called from the bathroom. 

As Workman debated what to tell her, he became aware of all the 
water dripping off him, and realized he was making a mess on Jane's 
new kitchen floor. 

"George?" Jane said. 

There was a strange reflection in the puddle on the floor. 
Workman looked up, and what he saw was his neighbor, the truck 
driver, standing at the kitchen door and gawking at him. 

"Is everything okay?" Jane said. 

"It's great," Workman said. "Just flipping great." 


After their chat over coffee that morning Carrie and Eliza didn't 
see each other again until eight that night, when they met at a Syrian 
restaurant in Squirrel Hill. 

Carrie had just joined Eliza at a table when Eliza blurted out, "I 
think Guff was stolen." 

"Say that again?" Carrie said. 

"I think he was stolen." 

"Really," Carrie said. 

"I'm totally serious, Mom." 

"I believe you're serious, honey. But...you mean you think 
Laughlin...?" 

"Not Asshole personally, of course," Eliza said. "But someone 
hired by him." 

"I was gonna say, I'm pretty sure he's out of the country," Carrie 
said. "But what makes you think this?" 

"Okay, bear with me," Eliza said. "When was the last time either 
of us saw Guff? Ten o'clock Tuesday night, right?" 

"Something like that." 
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"And when did we notice he was missing? Eight-ish Wednesday 
morning. What else happened during that window?" 

"The accident," Carrie said. 

"Could be just a coincidence, right?" Eliza said. "But if I could 
prove that the accident wasn't really an accident, then would it be 
just a coincidence?" 

"Maybe not," Carrie said. "But how do you prove that?" 

"The hot guy," Eliza said. "The football player. He's not a football 
player." 

A server appeared to take their drink orders, then headed off. 

"This is kind of a lot to process, honey," Carrie said. 

"I'll boil it down as much as I can. You heard the guy say he 
played for Cleveland, I heard Cincinnati. One of us is right, I'm 
pretty sure. Doesn't really matter who. I looked at both rosters and 
he's not there." 

"But how can you be sure?" Carrie said. "All you're going by is a 
face, a dark face you saw on a dark night." 

"Height," Eliza said. 

Carrie frowned at her. 

"I've dated a lot of tall guys, right?" 

"That's kind of been your thing," Carrie agreed. 

"Right, and the tallest guy I've dated was Andrew, who was six- 
five." 

"Is that the artist with the goofy hair?" Carrie said. 

"No, that's Andy." 

"The investment banker?" 

"That's a different Andrew," Eliza said. "This one works for U.S. 
Steel." 

"I'm blanking on him," Carrie said. 

"Are you kidding, Mom? We had this huge Twitter fight after we 
broke up. You don't remember?" 

"I'm never going to follow you on Twitter, honey." 

"Anyway," Eliza said, "that Andrew is six-five, so I know what six- 
five looks like, okay? I have a good sense of it. And the football 
player was taller than that." 

"Okay," Carrie said. 

"So after I couldn't find anybody on either roster who resembled 
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the guy we met, I tried searching by height," Eliza said. "Figuring 
the guy I was looking for was at least six-eight." 

"What a great idea," Carrie said. "So what'd you turn up?" 

"There were only three guys at least that tall and they were all 
white." 

Their drinks arrived. When the server asked if they were ready to 
order, Carrie asked her to come back in five minutes. 

"So the football player was lying," Eliza said. 

"You do seem to have a case there," Carrie said. "But it's a big 
leap-" 

"The detective was lying too," Eliza said. "He said his name was 
Fitzgibbon, right? Well there's no Detective Fitzgibbon in the 
Pittsburgh Police Department. I checked." 

"And you're sure that was his name?" 

"That I am absolutely sure about." 

Carrie sat back. "Wow," was all she could say. "Wow." 

"I'm convinced," Eliza said, "and all my Facebook friends agree, 
that the accident was staged as a distraction to keep us from noticing 
Guff being stolen. Remember how you found the back door open the 
next morning?" 

"Wait a minute," Carrie said. "You told people on Facebook about 
this?!" 

"Well, yeah," Eliza said. "I mean," she added defensively, "not the 
actual details or anything, but yeah, the basic scenario. I wanted 
their opinions." 

"Do me a favor," Carrie said. "I think this detective work you've 
done is fantastic, honey, but let's keep this between us for now, 
okay?" 

"Why?" 

"Because I don't know what to make of all this yet, and I'd like to 
not have it out in the world any more than it needs to be. Just 
humor me, all right?" 

"Sure," Eliza said. 

Carrie had ordered a ginger ale; suddenly she wished it were a 
Chablis. She took a big swallow. "So I guess the big questions would 
be," she said, her mouth dry and tingly, "who took the dog and 
where is he now?" 
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"I have a surprise for the kids," Francis Moley said. 

"Uh huh," his wife Frances replied. 

"For you too," Francis said. 

"Have you made any progress on the house?" Frances asked. 

"I think you're really gonna like it." 

Frances perked up. "The house?" 

"No, the surprise." 

Frances perked down. "Oh," she said. 

These days, Francis and his estranged wife talked exclusively via 
Skype, which suited them both well enough under the 
circumstances. It allowed Francis to see his family without leaving 
his property, which was crucial because Francis hadn't left his 
property in over a year and wasn't likely to do so any time soon. He 
would have loved the kids to visit him there, but the only way that 
was going to happen was over Frances's dead body. She had no 
doubt that her husband loved his children, and she knew he would 
never harm them. But she also knew that he was batshit crazy. 

"You wanna see?" Francis said. 

"I'll pass," Frances said. 

"Can I show the kids, then?" 

Frances sighed. "I don't know how much longer I can do this." 

"So come back," Francis said. 

"I will be happy to," Frances said, "just as soon as you get rid of 
all that, that stuff." 

Her husband's face filled most of the video window on her 
computer screen, but even so Frances could see, behind him, shrink- 
wrapped packages of bottled water stacked high. 

"Get rid of it?" Francis said. "Are you crazy? This stuff is gonna 
save our lives!" 

He didn't mean just bottled water. He meant canned food (most 
of it in jars - go figure), blankets, flashlights, batteries, radios, spare 
clothes, medical supplies, filtration systems, portable chemical 
toilets, hunting knives, hazmat suits, fishing poles, compasses, tents, 
signal flares, fire starters, bungee cords, lengths of rope and twine, 
full-face respirators, polyethylene coveralls, PVC boots, nitrile 
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gloves, vaccines, plastic sheeting, duct tape and whatever else might 
come in handy in the event of an economic collapse, a home 
invasion, the Rapture, a natural disaster, a dirty nuke, global 
warming, global cooling, a peak oil crisis, zombies, extreme scarcity, 
an epidemic, chemical warfare, a supervolcano eruption, an asteroid 
strike, or whatever other bad thing that might happen any day now. 

"Our lives don't need to be saved," Frances said wearily. 
"Nothing that terrible is likely to happen." 

"Do you follow the news at all?" Francis cried. "Terrible things 
are happening constantly!" 

"But not to you," Frances pointed out. "Nothing bad has ever 
happened to you. You've led a really charmed life." 

It was true - for 34 years things had always gone his way. His 
parents loved him and had raised him well. The trust fund they'd 
established had provided for him throughout his adult life. He had a 
kind and pretty wife and two adorable children. He'd never been 
mistreated or victimized, never been seriously hurt or ill. 

"Which is why I just know something bad is out there, waiting for 
me to let my guard down!" Francis said. 

"Do your parents know we've separated?" Frances asked. 

"We aren't separated," Francis insisted. "We’re just...taking a 
break." 

"Is that what you said?" Frances asked. 

"I'll talk to them when they get back from Asia," Francis said. 

"That's another six weeks," Frances said. "It'd be nice if you 
talked to them sooner. They might be able to help you." 

"I don't need help!" Francis said. "What I'm doing is following 
the Boy Scout motto: Be prepared. Is that so bad?" 

"Prepared for what?!" Frances said. "The Apocalypse?" 

(Francis made a mental note to brush up on Revelations.) 

"There are rooms in that house," Frances went on, "that a person 
can't even set foot in because they're filled with all your prepper 
shit!" 

"Don't complain about my shit!" Francis cried. "It's important 
shit!" 

"I just wish I understood what pushed you over the edge," 
Frances said. 
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"The edge?!" Francis said. "I'm living on the edge, is what I'm 
doing. Do you realize that just the other day there was someone on 
our property? Out back, in the woods?" 

"Yeah," Frances said, "so?" 

"'So'?!" Francis said, flecking his computer screen with spittle. 
"Are you CRAZY? 'So'?!" 

"I have to go," Frances said. 

"Wait!" Francis said. "My surprise! At least let me show the 
kids!" 

"Maybe another time," Frances said. "I have to go," she repeated, 
and before her husband could respond she'd signed off. 

"No!" Francis said. He picked up the phone and dialed his wife's 
number, but of course she didn't answer. "It's a dog," he told her 
voice mail. "I got a dog for us all to enjoy just as soon as you come 
back. Wait - 'enjoy' sounds like we're gonna eat it. That's not what I 
mean. You know what I mean. Tell the kids I love them. I hope 
there aren’t bedbugs in that fucking hotel. Bye now." 

He put the phone down, grabbed a handful of edamame from the 
bag on the desk, and crammed them in his mouth. 

Edamame was just another name for boiled green soybeans. 
Francis scarfed them like candy. If he was going to stress-eat, he 
figured, it might as well be something healthy. He'd read 
somewhere that a person could survive for a long time on just 
soybeans, salt and water. It was important to know things like that. 
Just in case. 

Another nice thing about edamame was that the dog loved them. 

"Here boy," Francis called, whistling and rattling the bag. Soon 
enough the dog came trotting into the room, and Francis rewarded 
him with a couple of beans. "Good dog," Francis said. 

He hadn't given the animal a name yet; he was hoping to let 
Frannie and Frankie do that. He wished he could've shown them the 
dog tonight! He was sure they'd love it, them and Frances both. He 
just knew it would make them want to come home. 

It had occurred to him that the dog must belong to someone else 
- maybe even to that bitchy Furness woman, with whom he'd been 
in a property-line dispute for years. But Francis was a believer in 
finders-keepers. He hadn’t sought out the dog - it had come to him 
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(probably because of the edamame, which Francis tended to leave 
strewn around wherever he went). He just thanked his lucky stars 
he'd noticed the dog sniffing around the industrial-strength electric 
fence in time to turn the thing off. The odd-looking little pooch had 
almost gotten itself fricasseed. 

Like old Mister Man would, if he ever showed up again and tried 
to carry out his threat to burn down Francis's home. 

Which reminded him: fire extinguishers. He needed more fire 
extinguishers. One per room was really not enough. 
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12 


Monday morning, October 21, found Yunko standing on a 
doorstep in a remote part of Greenfield in the city's East End. 

"I'm here about the ad," he said to the old woman at the door. 

"Well don't just stand there," the old woman said, "come in." 

What a charmer, Yunko thought. Nevertheless he stepped into 
the foyer, where he was immediately braced by the smell of fried 
bologna. Garlic bologna, if he wasn't mistaken. It was the kind of 
smell that made you think seriously about becoming a vegan. 

Before stepping into that foyer Yunko had never realized just how 
many shades of brown there were. Or that seemingly all of them 
could be present in a single ten-by-ten room. The effect was a bit on 
the gloomy side. 

The old woman was not quite five feet tall. She had thick, iron- 
gray hair and dark eyes greatly magnified by her brown-framed (of 
course) glasses. She wore a housecoat covered with faded flowers. 
There were ratty slippers on her veiny feet. 

Her ad in the Cheerleader had simply said FOR RENT - NO 
STUDENTS - CASH ONLY, plus the address. Now that he was here, 
Yunko's quick assessment was: She's a widow looking to rent out a 
spare bedroom. 

"You got any questions?" the old woman asked. 

Unprepared for this conversational tack, Yunko could only 
manage to say, "Uh...is the room upstairs?" 

"What room?" the old woman said. 

Now Yunko was confused. "Didn't you advertise a-" 
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"It's not a room," the old woman said. "Oh no no no. It's not a 
room." 

"What is it, then?" 

"It's Bobby's garage," the old woman said. "It's not a room." 

"Oh," Yunko said. "So...I'd be renting the garage." 

"It's a nice garage," the old woman said. "Bobby took real good 
care of it." 

"Bobby's your husband?" 

"No, he's dead," the old woman said. 

"I'm sorry to hear that." 

"Why, did you know him?" 

"Uh, I doubt it," Yunko said. "Can I see the garage?" 

"He took real good care of it," the old woman said, shuffling 
toward the door. When she stepped outside Yunko got the idea he 
was supposed to follow. 

The garage was next door, and it was nice. Spacious, empty and 
clean, although the mustiness of the place suggested it hadn't been 
used for years, maybe even decades. 

Now Yunko was really confused. "I don't see a kitchen," he said. 

"Not in the garage!" the old woman said. 

"Or a bathroom," Yunko pointed out with irritation. 

"Not down here," the old woman said. "In the apartment." 

"And where's that?" Yunko said impatiently. 

"It's upstairs," the old woman said, as if he should know that. 

Thankfully it was, and it had a kitchen, a bathroom, the works. It 
was small but not cramped, plain but not ugly. It was already 
furnished. And it wasn't brown. 

"You know Greenfield?" the old woman asked. 

"Not really," Yunko said. 

"It's nice. You'll like it here. It's a nice place." 

"Maybe we shouldn't get ahead of ourselves," Yunko said. "How 
much are you asking for rent?" 

"Two hundred dollars," the old woman said. 

Two hundred a week was a bit steep for this place, and for 
someone of Yunko's means. "Is there a discount if I pay by the 
month?" he said. 

"Discount?" the old woman said. "I'm not gonna give a discount." 
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"Well, sorry, but-" 

"Two hundred dollars a month is fair," the old woman said. 

"Two hundred dollars a month?” Yunko said. 

"Now that doesn't include utilities," the old woman wanted him to 
know. 

"Wow," Yunko said. 

"And if you want the garage I'll have to charge extra," the old 
woman said. "With the garage it would be two-hundred-and-fifty." 

"Two-fifty a month," Yunko said in wonder. 

"I won't go any lower than that," the old woman said adamantly. 

"No, I understand," Yunko said. He had his reservations, but that 
price was just too good to pass up. "Two-fifty is fine," he said. "I'll 
take it." 

"When you wanna move in?" the old woman said. 

"How about the thirty-first?" 

"What's your name?" the old woman said. "I'll need to tell the 
mailman." 

"Sljiva," Yunko said. "I should probably write it down for you." 

The old woman dug into a pocket of her housecoat and produced 
a dull pencil and a lottery ticket. Yunko printed the name in large 
letters on the back of the ticket and handed it to her. 

"Hm," the old woman said, examining what he’d written. 

"I don't know your name," Yunko pointed out. 

"Zachawiasewycz," she said. 

Yunko blinked. 

All he could manage to say was, "Just that?" 

"Missus Zachawiasewycz," Mrs. Zachawiasewycz said. 


"Don't take this the wrong way," Carrie said to the young woman 
sitting across from her, "but you're not who I picture when I picture 
a private investigator." 

Bree Clipping smiled. "I get that a lot," she said brightly. 

"What do you picture?" Eliza asked her mother. 

"Basically, Humphrey Bogart," Carrie said. 

It was 10:00 Monday morning. The women were in Carrie's 
office on the first floor of the house. Carrie and Eliza shared a couch. 
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Bree Clipping was in a chair. 

She was in her late twenties, probably, cute and petite but also 
tomboyish. Somewhat elfin looking. She wore a blazer and jeans 
and rugged shoes. 

"Tell us about yourself," Carrie said. 

"Better yet," Bree said, "why don't I tell you about you first?" 

"Okay," Carrie said, intrigued. 

Bree proceeded to recite, with only occasional glances at her 
smartphone, a brief but thorough dossier of her prospective client. 
Some of what she mentioned could have easily been gleaned from 
basic web searches, but not the bulk of it. Bree knew more about 
Carrie's complicated financial holdings, for instance, than any casual 
Googler could have. Clearly she had done her homework and done it 
well, and all within a very short time frame. 

"Nice work," Carrie said. 

"Thanks," Bree replied. "I'm a fourth-generation p.i. with seven 
years of experience. I always get results and I'm always discreet. 
Now what can I do for you?" 

Eliza jumped in at this point and laid out the twin mysteries of 
the missing dog and the bogus accident. Bree listened closely and 
tapped out a few notes on her phone. 

"So what do you think?" Carrie said. 

"I think it's too interesting to pass up," Bree said. "Do you still 
have the football player's phone number?" 

Eliza consulted her phone briefly and then rattled off ten digits 
for Bree to add to her notes. 

"Oh and one other thing," Eliza said. "I almost forgot about this. 
The first three letters of his license plate were PDF." 

"Very good," Bree said, making a note of that. "But you don't 
remember what kind of car?" 

"No," Eliza said, "except, you know, ginormous. Like the guy." 

"Don't worry about it," Bree said. "The PDF will help a lot." 

"What's next?" Carrie said. 

"I need a couple of days to finish up another case," Bree said. 
"But after that I could jump right into this." 

Carrie and Eliza exchanged a look. 

"Is that a problem?" Bree said. 
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"Not a huge one," Carrie said. "But anything you can do to 
expedite things would be appreciated." 

"Well," Bree said, measuring her words, "it's not so much what I 
can do." 

"What's that mean?" Eliza said. 

"She'd want an advance on her fee," Carrie said. 

Bree nodded. "Then I could hand over the other case to an 
associate and get started on yours right away." 

"Ah," Eliza said. 

"Not to be crass," Bree said. 

"Crass?" Carrie scoffed. "Try living with Laughlin Jones for eight 
months. Then you'll understand crass." 


When Yunko walked into an Oakland bar called Local Anesthetic 
shortly after eight o'clock Monday night, everyone in sight wore 
scrubs, in every color under the rainbow and a few that must have 
been over the rainbow. The scrubs worn by the bartenders and 
waiters were white. 

"It's a long way from Loafin'," Yunko muttered. 

That place had closed permanently in the time since the guys had 
met there. It and every other property on the block had been 
grabbed up by the ever-expanding NPMC, whose spokesgirl said that 
there were no immediate plans for the newly acquired real estate. 
"We just like to buy stuff?" she explained perkily. 

So the guys had had to find a new place to meet and Local 
Anesthetic was the one they settled on, which maybe was only fitting 
since it catered to the doctors, nurses and other hospital staffers who 
populated NPMC. 

One bartender was busy, so Yunko approached the other, who 
must have just started her shift. A serious-looking and bespectacled 
young woman, she stood at a sink soaping her hands and arms up to 
the elbows. 

Yunko caught her eye. 

"You want the meeting room, I bet," the bartender said, rinsing 
off lather. 

Yunko nodded. "How many are back there, do you know?" 
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"Four," the bartender said. 

Last one in again, Yunko realized unhappily. 

"What can I get you?" 

"Another round for them," he said, scanning a beer list, 
"and...um, I guess just a glass of water for me." It was a good thing 
he was surrounded by medical professionals, because those prices 
had almost given him a coronary. 

"Have a seat," the bartender said. "The drinks will be with you 
shortly," she added, moving away. 

Yunko eavesdropped on the conversation to his right. 

"Well it looked like an appendix," said a man in mauve scrubs, 
"until I took it out." 

"Then what did it look like?" asked a man in burnt umber scrubs. 

"A lawsuit." 

"Fail! So what'd you do?" 

The first man lowered his voice to a conspiratorial near-whisper. 
"Dude, I put it right back where I found it." 

The two men laughed and bumped fists. Yunko grimaced and 
tuned them out. 

"Excuse me," said a voice to his left. 

He turned to see an attractive woman about his age, with gray- 
blond hair piled high on her head. She wore vermillion scrubs and 
she was smiling at him. 

"Hi," she said. 

"Hello," Yunko said. 

"I don't mean to bother you," the woman said. "It's just that I feel 
like I know you from somewhere. Have we met?" 

Yunko thought about it, and then he thought about it some more, 
but he couldn't come up with anything. "I don't think so," he 
admitted reluctantly. 

"Maybe at JiffyCare?" the woman said. "I do a rotation at the 
South Side clinic every third weekend." 

Yunko brightened. "I've been to that one," he said. "I used to live 
nearby." 

The woman brightened too. "Have you been in recently?" she 
said. 

"Couple months ago," Yunko said, thinking back on a summer 
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cold that had laid him low. "So who knows," he said pleasantly, 
"maybe we have met." 

"I knew it!" gushed the woman. "You were the scalp fungus, 
right?" 

"Uh, no," Yunko said. 

"The impacted bowel?" 

"No, I had a-" 

"Wait, I remember - you were the hemorrhoids!" 

"I was not," Yunko fumed. 

"God, I can still picture them," the woman said with eyes agleam, 
"hanging there like grapes!" 

They were interrupted by the bartender's return. "Here you go, 
four beers and a water," she said, setting down a tray. "That'll be 
fifty-nine dollars." 

Yunko was so happy for the interruption he handed the bartender 
three twenties and told her to keep the change. Then he escaped to 
the back room before the woman from JiffyCare could come up with 
any other ideas. 

The lighting in the room was harsh and fluorescent, the carpeting 
dull and gray. There were piles of magazines lying around, most of 
them from the Clinton era. A hint of antiseptic wafted through the 
air. 

Ducky, Bruno and Jerzy sat around a folding table. Tom was in 
the corner, atop an old examining table that was getting much older 
every second. 

"You're fourteen minutes late," Bruno noted. "One more minute 
and we could've invoked the fifteen minute rule." 

Yunko set the tray down. "The what?" 

"The fifteen minute rule," Bruno said. "Like in college. If the 
professor is fifteen minutes late to class, you can leave." 

"I didn’t know you went to college," Ducky said. 

"I didn’t, but I know about the rule." 

"What kinda dumbass rule izzat?" Jerzy said. 

"I didn't say it was a good rule," Bruno said, "but it is a rule." 

"For people in college," Yunko said. 

"Right." 

"Which doesn't have anything to do with us," Yunko said. 
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"Don't change the subject," Bruno said. "You're the one who was 
late." 

"Car trouble?" Tom asked Yunko. 

"N-" Yunko began. 

"He doesn't have a car," Ducky said. 

"Why don't he have a coor?" Jerzy said. 

"I-" Yunko tried to say. 

"He doesn't want one," Bruno said. 

"So you take the bus?" Tom said. 

"He walks a lot, too," Bruno said. 

"You'd think he'd be skinnier than he is," Jerzy said. 

"Maybe it's glandular," Bruno said. 

"It isn't glandular!" Yunko said. 

"What's he so worked up abaht?" Jerzy said. 

"Could we maybe talk about the job," Yunko seethed, "since that's 
why we're here?" 

"Good idea," Ducky said. "Whaddya got for us, Tom?" 

"Covert" and "Tom Blaney" being fundamentally irreconcilable 
concepts, the big man had done his casing of the target property via 
the Internet and its treasure trove of satellite photos. 

"The guy's well protected," Tom said. "The back and sides of the 
house are surrounded by woods, and the front faces Fifth Avenue." 
Which, as they all knew, was a major street, well lit, highly visible 
and always busy. 

"Could you see the electric fence?" Yunko asked. 

"I could make out the fence posts," Tom said, "but not the fence 
itself. That'd take a lot more resolution than you get from Google 
Earth." 

"Too bad we don't know anybody at NSA," Bruno said. 

"Does the fence go around the sides too?" Yunko wanted to know. 

"From the look of it, yeah," Tom said. 

"Figures," Yunko said. 

"What about the guy?" Ducky asked Tom. 

"Property records list him as Francis Moley. I looked for him 
online but there's almost nothing. The property records, like I said. 
A few angry letters to the editor he sent to the Monocle, complaining 
about its liberal bias. And a marriage announcement from years 
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ago. No social media presence, not even a Linkedln account." 

"So he's off the grid," Yunko said. 

"Kinda like you," Ducky said. 

"Thanks for comparing me to the nut case," Yunko said. "What 
did you and Bruno find out?" 

"We tried to do a drive-hy," Ducky said, "but the guy's got a gated 
cul-de-sac. When you go up to the gate there's cameras pointing at 
you and an intercom you gotta use to identity yourself." 

"What's he keeping in that house," Yunko griped, "that he needs 
all the security?" 

"Hard to say," Ducky said, "but I'll tell you this much: Me and 
Bruno-" 

("'Bruno and I,"' Bruno said.) 

"-found a place to hang out on Amberson, near Fifth, and we 
watched Moley's house, on and off, Saturday, Sunday, and earlier 
today. The guy never left the house. The only activity was delivery 
trucks going in and out. The guy gets a lot of deliveries." 

"That was my dream job, drivin' a delivery truck," Jerzy said, a 
far-away look in his eyes. "Best six months a my life." 

"Why'd you stop?" Tom said. 

"People kept complainin' abaht not gettin' their packages." 

"Ah," Tom said. 

"So what're you thinking about the job, Yunk?" Ducky said. 

Yunko shifted in his seat. "Well, everything I'm hearing from you 
guys is pretty discouraging. But I do have one idea. 

"I'm hesitating to tell you," Yunko went on after a moment, 
"because I'm not sure if it's good or it's ridiculous." 

"When has that ever stopped you?" Bruno said. 


* * 


* 


"I thought you'd want an update," Ducky said into his phone. 

"Do you have our little friend?" Louis asked. 

"We will soon." 

"That's not an update." 

"What's with the hostility, Ray?" Ducky said. "We're doing the 
best we can." 
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Silence. 

"Jeez, he hung up on me again." 

"I'm still here," Louis said. 

"Oh. Good." 

"Now why am I still here?" 

"Whaddya mean why?" Ducky said. "We're talking about the, you 
know, thing." 

"You're talking about it," Louis said. "I got nothing else to say." 

"You really hold a grudge, don't you?" Ducky said. 

"A grudge?" Louis scoffed. "What are we, in high school? We're 
doing business together and I'm still waiting for you guys to hold up 
your end. So I don't see the point of chatting about it unless there's 
something important you need to tell me. Is there?" 

"Well, not really," Ducky admitted. "But we're gonna come 
through this time, I guarantee it. 

"And wait'll you hear how we did it," Ducky said, before Louis 
could get a word in. "You're not gonna believe it! We really came up 
with something interesting for this job. It's gonna be fun to watch it 
all play out." 

"Fun?" Louis said. "Fun?!" 

"I think it will be fun," Ducky said. "What're you so mad about?" 

"Don't call me again until you have real news. And it'd better be 
soon, for your sake." 

"Don't you worry," Ducky said. 

"You still there?" Ducky said. 

"I guess I should've seen that coming," Ducky said, frowning. But 
within a minute or two he'd forgotten all about it and was back to 
being his annoyingly cheerful self. 
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13 


On Thursday the twenty-fourth, in the wee hours of the morning, 
a medium-sized truck slipped into an alley off of Beeler Street. It 
was the same alley Yunko had used to enter the woods a week or so 
earlier, on the night he spotted Moley with the dog. 

Jerzy cut the lights and turned off the engine. Yunko and Ducky 
got out of the cab. One of them unlatched the back door and then 
out stepped Bruno. 

"He ready?" Yunko asked. 

"Just about," Bruno said, and then, sure enough, out stepped 
Tom. 

There was no reason for Yunko or Ducky to be surprised by the 
sight of him all decked out in his special gear, but that didn't stop 
them from gawking. Even in the dark, Tom was a sight to see. 

"You all right, Tom?" Yunko said. 

"A little warm," Tom said. 

"I kinda figured," Yunko said. 

"Bet you'll be happy when you're out of that get-up," Ducky said. 

"Just looking at you makes me feel sweaty," Bruno said. 

"How about we don't dwell on it?" Tom said, and the slightest 
hint of an edge in his voice ensured that everybody complied with 
that request. 

"Otherwise, I'm good," he went on. "I think it's gonna work just 
fine." 

I'm glad you do, Yunko thought, but what he said was, "Okay, let's 
go." And then the four of them quickly and quietly headed into the 
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woods. 


For reasons both personal and professional Yunko avoided the 
Internet as much as he could. As such, even though he knew, in an 
abstract way, that you could do just about anything online, specific 
demonstrations of this never ceased to amaze him...or appall him... 
or both. 

When he'd first pitched the other four guys his idea for how to get 
past Moley's security, the big question in Yunko's mind had not been 
whether the idea would work but whether they could get the 
equipment they needed. He wasn't sure this particular item existed 
or could be custom-made, he didn't know where to buy it or how 
much it might cost, and he wasn't sure how long the whole process 
might take. 

But then Bruno took out his phone and found what Yunko wanted 
in fifteen minutes. They could have ordered the thing that night if 
they’d only had a stolen credit card handy. Instead they ordered it 
the next day and received it Wednesday afternoon. 

They had the Internet to thank for the ease and speed of this 
transaction. For the item itself their debt of gratitude was to a 
deceased gentleman named Rene-Etienne Artois. 

A native of northern France, Rene-Etienne was soft spoken, 
thoughtful and inclined to intellectual pursuits. He studied 
philosophy, read and wrote poetry, appreciated fine foods, fine art, 
fine wine. 

He also suffered from gigantism. By the time his growth was 
halted by pituitary surgery Rene-Etienne was almost seven feet tall 
and weighed close to a quarter-ton. Career options being somewhat 
limited for a person his size, the gentle giant eventually, inevitably 
gravitated to that most American of entertainment industries, 
professional wrestling. 

After that most people knew him as Turd Brain. 

Hey, it paid the bills. (And in fairness, his woolly hair did kind of 
look like a turd sitting on top of his head.) 

It more than paid the bills. It allowed Rene-Etienne, who'd 
always loved the ocean, to spend much of his free time scuba diving 
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in exotic locales. He was really quite graceful in the water, although 
he did tend to scare the fish away. 

Due to careful spending and wise investing Rene-Etienne was 
able to continue pursuing his expensive hobby long after his 
retirement from the squared circle. It was shortly after a day of 
diving off Mauritania that the legendary wrestler died peacefully in 
his sleep at age 60. 

Rene-Etienee's widow had been born Stella Hogspitt and had 
become Stella Artois upon marriage, so when people started calling 
her Mrs. Brain she didn't mind at all. Mrs. Brain had no use for the 
custom wet suit which had served her husband so well for so long, 
nor did anyone else in the family. And so it ended up on eBay, which 
is where Bruno found it. 

Luckily for Yunko and company the wetsuit had never been worn 
in the ring, or the bidding on it would have been intense and 
expensive. There was a robust market for Turd Brain memorabilia. 


Encased in the neoprene sheath of the dead Frenchman's wetsuit, 
lit eerily by the thin beam of Yunko's flashlight, Tom looked like a 
Blue Man from hell. 

"All set?" Yunko said. 

"Just about," Tom said. 

He used rubber-gloved hands to adjust his rubber boots. 
Straightening up, he slid Rene-Etienne's face mask down over his 
eyes and fiddled with it until the fit was right. Now the only part of 
him not covered was the lower half of his face, which he would 
simply shield with his hands when the time came. 

The four of them stood on the far side of the ridge overlooking 
Moley's property. It was a cool, calm night. Nothing stirred in the 
woods, and peeks at Moley's house revealed no lights on, no signs of 
activity. 

"Whenever you're ready," Yunko said. 

Tom nodded and started running down the hill. 

"I didn't think he'd be ready that soon," Yunko said. 

"He just wants to get this done," Bruno said, "so he can get out of 
that suit." And then he squirmed in vicarious sweatiness. 
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It was kind of like watching a boulder roll, except that this 
boulder knew enough to dodge the bigger trees. Tom bounded down 
the slope, picking up momentum as he went. 

"Let's go," Yunko said, and the other three jogged down in Tom's 
wake. 

The giant emerged from the woods like a blue wrecking ball. He 
lowered his head, raised his hands, tripped over his own feet and 
sprawled into the electric fence. 

There was a big, ominous Zap!, accompanied by a cascade of 
sparks and a lot of smoke. The broken ends of the fence sputtered 
and sparked. 

Yunko and company stopped near the edge of the woods, waiting 
for the smoke to clear a little. Then they saw Tom, who'd stumbled 
into the yard but was now righting himself. He gave them a thumbs- 
up and ran around to guard the front door. 

The other three quickly - but carefully! - passed through the gap 
in the fence and took up positions against the house. Yunko stood to 
one side of the back door. Ducky and Bruno were each underneath a 
window. There was no way Moley could look out and see them, and 
there were no cameras back here. 

Yunko took out a cell phone and dialed. 


Francis Moley owned a Weatherby® PA-08 TR Threat- 
Response/Home-Defense Pump-Action Shotgun with a proven, 
easy-to-use pump, a dependable, dual-action bar system and a 
bladed white-dot front sight. It had a 14" length of pull and a 
comfortable, ergonomic butt stock that promoted quick, secure 
shouldering. It was a fine piece of weaponry. Moley knew how to 
use it and had no qualms about doing so. 

Before his wife and children left, Moley had kept the shotgun, 
unloaded, in a locked case in his locked bedroom closet. But lately 
he'd been keeping it under the bed - or equally close at hand, 
wherever he happened to be sleeping. He'd been dividing his time 
between his and Frances's bed, the kids' beds, and assorted couches, 
sofas, divans, davenports, etc. scattered throughout the house's 
many rooms. 
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Francis slept fully clothed. It was maybe the only perk of no 
longer sharing a bed with his wife - he didn't have to bother with 
pajamas anymore. He didn't even have to take his shoes off. 

So when the big, weird, electrical-sounding noise from outside 
woke him up, Francis was off the coffee table in a split second, his 
trusty shotgun in hand, ready for whatever nightmare scenario was 
finally coming true. It gave him a certain comfort to know that 
something horrible was about to happen because it meant he hadn't 
been crazy to spend so much time and money preparing for just such 
an event. 

Then his phone rang. 

At this hour it had to he the terrorists/aliens/IRS, and they had to 
be calling for a reason, so Francis saw no point in ignoring the call. 
At worst, he figured, he’d be buying himself some time - time for 
what he wasn't really sure, hut it's what they always did on TV. 

(Although Francis had taken plenty of precautions to keep his cell 
number private, he was not all that surprised by the idea that bad 
guys had gotten hold of it. Such a notion fit quite securely into his 
view of the world.) 

Braced against all sorts of possibilities, Francis made an effort to 
sound fierce when he wedged the phone between head and shoulder 
and said, "Yello." 

"We don't want any trouble," the voice on the other end said. 

"Well it's trouble you're gonna get!" Francis said. "The cops are 
on their way!" 

"We both know that's not true," the voice said. "Listen, we aren't 
gonna hurt you." 

Was there something familiar about that voice? Francis struggled 
to place it. In the meantime he said, "Hurt me? You better worry 
about yourselves! I'm armed and ready!" And then he pumped the 
shotgun dramatically, which was supposed to make a very cool and 
menacing chik-chik sound but which in this case simply revealed 
that he'd forgotten to load the thing. 

Oops. 

Francis remembered ordering the shells - boxes and boxes of 
them. But he had no idea where he'd put them. Frantic, he scanned 
mounds of survival supplies strewn around the room like anthills. 
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"All we want is the dog," the voice said. 

Francis stopped scanning. He almost dropped the phone. "The 
dog?" 

"Give us the dog and we'll leave." 

"The dog?!" 


"It wasn't yours to begin with," Yunko said into the phone. His 
whole body was tense and he could feel sweat accumulating on his 
ear where the cell was pressed against it. "Just give it back and you'll 
never hear from us again." 

There was a silence. Bruno gave Ducky a questioning look, which 
Ducky forwarded to Yunko. Yunko shrugged. 

On the other side of the house Tom waited, wondering what was 
going on. 

"They want the dog!" Moley cackled on the other end of the 
phone, so loudly Yunko had to pull it away from his ear. "The dog!" 
His cackling grew louder and more manic. Even Ducky and Bruno 
could hear it. 

Yunko had been all wired up, anticipating some kind of kamikaze 
attack, and instead the guy was laughing. "What's so funny?" he said 
in irritation. 

"The dog's gone!" gasped Moley's tinny cell-phone voice, between 
cackles. 

"It DIED?!" Yunko cried. 

"No, you idiot," Moley said. "They took it." 

Yunko had never been involved in a violent crime but he was 
feeling absolutely assault-and-batteryish at the moment. "Who took 
it?" 

"Animal Control!" Moley said, his cackles devolving into sobs. 
"Animal Control took my dog." 

"What the hell is Animal Control?" Yunko said. 

"The pound," Bruno said unhappily. "They took the dog to the 
pound." 

Yunko glared at Bruno. "What-?" he started to say, but somehow 
the question, however it might be phrased, seemed woefully 
inadequate, and he didn't even bother to give voice to it. Instead he 
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turned his glare on Ducky, who looked at him helplessly. "Who-?" 
Yunko began, but on second thought, no, that wasn't what he wanted 
to say either. Next he glared at the house, as if somehow he could 
see Moley through the walls. And then, finally, he found the word he 
wanted. 

"Shit!" Yunko said. 


"The pound?!" Louis said into the phone. 

"Technically it's called Animal Control," Ducky said. "But yeah." 

"The POUND?!" 

"We have no idea how this could've happened," Ducky said. And 
then the line got quiet, which Ducky took to mean that Louis had 
hung up on him yet again, so Ducky hung up, figuring they'd talk 
later, after Louis cooled off. 

But actually Louis was still on the line. He'd just been too angry 
to speak for a moment. As his ire rose to a crescendo, his face 
flushed red, his eyes narrowed to slits and his brow made an angry 
arrow pointed at his nose. He probably didn't notice Ducky was 
gone and he surely didn't care anyway. 

"Workman!" Louis spat. 


"Hello?" Animal Control Officer George Workman said groggily 
into the phone. 

"Didn't I tell you not to pick up that dog?" 

Workman, still half-asleep, had trouble making sense of that. 
"What time is it?" he said. 

"Didn't I tell you?" Louis repeated. 

"Who is it?" Jane complained from her side of the bed. Workman 
made shushing noises at her. 

"Yeah, you did," he answered Louis. 

"So then why'd you do it?!" Louis asked angrily. 

"I didn't," Workman said, confused. 

"Are you telling me the dog is not at Animal Control?!" Louis said, 
enraged and bewildered. 

"I'm telling you I didn't bring it in," Workman said. And then, to 
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break up the uneasy silence that followed, he hastily added, "But 
maybe somebody else did." 

"And why the fucking fuck," Louis said, "would somebody have 
done that?!" 


"Well, it's complicated," Ducky said. 

It was not quite nine o'clock in the morning. The guys were 
milling around in Point State Park, which sat at the place where the 
Monongahela and Allegheny Rivers met to form the Ohio. None of 
them had slept since the previous night, as evidenced by their bleary 
eyes and rumpled clothing. 

After it became clear the job was a bust they got off Moley's 
property as quickly as possible, returned the truck to the Strip 
District warehouse from whence it had come, and then trekked over 
to Jerzy's house. Ducky called Louis to give him the bad news, and 
then the thieves sat around trying to puzzle out everything. People 
were just getting ready to call it a night when Louis called Ducky 
back. He confirmed that Animal Control had the dog, and promised 
to call Ducky sometime after eight with more information. Instead 
of going their separate ways, the guys went to breakfast in the Strip 
District. At eight o'clock they adjourned to the park, where the only 
other souls around were drug dealers and tai chi wackos. Louis 
called and Ducky spoke to him for twenty minutes or so. Now Ducky 
was filling in the others. 

"When Guff got loose in the woods, Louis had the idea to call 
Animal Control, since he knows a guy there. Who better to track 
down a stray than somebody who does it all the time, right?" 

"And if Animal Control catches Guff," Yunko said, "Louis doesn't 
have to pay us the rest of our money." 

"Good point," Bruno said, and the two exchanged an awkward 
glance, surprised to be agreeing on something. 

"I don't think he was trying to screw us over," Ducky said. "I 
think he was looking after his own interests, just like any of us would 
in that situation." 

Yunko grumbled, Bruno hmphed. 

"Keep this in mind," Ducky said. "When I told Louis that Moley 
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had Guff, he told his guy at Animal Control to back off." 

"So he says," Yunko said, but Ducky pressed on before anybody 
else could weigh in. He explained, in so many words, what Louis 
had learned from Workman after the latter had gone into his office 
and done some investigating that morning. 

When Louis first asked Workman to look for Guff, Workman 
treated it like any other inquiry. He logged the search request in the 
pound's database, including such details as where the dog was 
thought to be running loose and what it looked like. When Louis 
told Workman to stop looking for Guff, he changed the status of the 
search request to inactive. That should have cued other officers to 
stop looking for that particular animal. But for whatever reason an 
officer on the afternoon shift didn't note the status change. She went 
in search of Guff Wednesday and spotted him in Moley's yard. Since 
Moley had no papers or tags to prove the dog was his, and since the 
woman from the pound, whose name was Fran, reminded him of his 
treasured wife, he had surrendered Guff without much fuss. And all 
of this had taken place after Workman was gone for the day, so he 
knew nothing until Louis called him in the early hours of the 
morning. 

"Wait a minute," Yunko said. "We have a big problem here." 

"Whatzat?" Jerzy said. 

"The dog's in the pound. The dog belongs to Jones. Louis works 
for Jones. Why can't Louis just claim the dog? Then he doesn't have 
to pay us." 

Ducky smiled, but his expression was less than jolly. "I asked him 
the same thing, Yunk. He doesn't have the owner's papers. Neither 
does Jones. The ex-wife has them." 

"That's good news for us," Yunko said. "It means Louis needs us 
to get Guff outta the pound. So why do you look unhappy about it?" 

"Because," Ducky said, "the way they do things at the pound is, if 
an animal has no tags, they only keep him for 72 hours. Then they 
put him down." 

"Oh no," Tom said. 

"Kill a dog 'cause it don’t have tags?" Jerzy said. "What kinda 
jagoff rule izzat?!" 

"And," Ducky said, "seeing as how the clock started ticking 
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sometime yesterday evening, when they brought Guff in, the little 
guy has about 60 hours left." 

"So we have less than 60 hours to case the pound, come up with a 
plan, get a hold of whatever equipment we need and carry out the 
job," Bruno said. "Otherwise we don't get the rest of our money and 
we have an innocent dog's death on our consciences." 

"Pretty much," Ducky said. 

"This just gets better and better," Yunko said. 


"I ain't one to leave a job unfinished," Jerzy said, "but maybe it's 
time to cut bait on this one. Too many hassles." 

"I was kind of thinking the same thing," Bruno said. "It feels like 
this just wasn't meant to be - if you believe in that kind of thing. 
Which I don't. But still." 

"You know me," Ducky said, "I always see the bright side of 
things. But I have to admit I'm having trouble seeing it here." 

They all turned to Yunko. He opened his mouth to speak but was 
interrupted. 

"You guys do what you want," Tom said flatly, "hut I'm not gonna 
let Guff be killed." And then he joined the others in looking 
expectantly at Yunko. Who suddenly felt all squirmy. 

"Well," he said, hoping something useful would come out of his 
mouth if he just kept talking, "I guess we’d better case the place, 
huh?" 

Tom nodded. 

"Preferably today," Yunko said, "so we have as much time as 
possible to plan something." 

No one else said anything. 

"We could probably get the gist of the alarm system - I presume 
they have an alarm system - without going inside the building," 
Yunko said. "But one of us needs to go inside to see what other 
obstacles we're up against." 

"Good thinking, Yunk," Ducky said. 

"Sahnds like a plan," Jerzy said. 

"What can I do?" Tom said. 

"Right now, nothing," Yunko said. He turned to Bruno. "It's 
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gotta be you, right? You're the alarms expert and the disguises 
expert." 

"Sure," Bruno said. "When do you want me to go in?" 

"How soon can you come up with a disguise?" 

"Tomorrow morning?" Bruno said. 

"But then we'd lose 24 hours," Yunko said. 

"Almost half of Guffs time to live," Tom said. 

"Yeah, so forget that," Bruno said, frowning. 

"Cantcha just go as Detective Whatshisname again?" Jerzy asked. 

Bruno shook his head. "I got rid of the stuff. Plus, anyway, I 
never repeat a character. It's just too risky. Pittsburgh is a small 
town. Everybody knows everybody. You can never tell who you 
might run into." 

"There's gotta be some other disguise you can gin up," Yunko 
said. 

Bruno's brow furrowed, and then his eyes lit up, and then his 
brow furrowed again. "Well, there is something," he said. "I'm not 
crazy about it, but..." 

"What is it?" Ducky said. 

"I could use my Halloween costume," Bruno said, "since I won't 
be wearing it to my ex-girlfriend's party this weekend." 

"What kinda costume izzit?" Jerzy said. 

"Doesn't matter," Yunko said. "If you think it'll work, let's go with 
it." 

"I was afraid you were gonna say that," Bruno said. 
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14 


At around nine o'clock that same Thursday morning, as her 
candy-colored Google Scoot glided toward her Bakery Square office, 
private investigator Bree Clipping checked in with her research 
assistant. 

"Good morning, Taeler," she said into her phone. 

"Sup?" Taeler Natucco said. "Sorry," he added quickly, "I mean 
hello, Ms. Clipping." 

At 23 Taeler was of the age group sometimes called Millennials. 
It was also called Generation Y, as in "Why do so many of these kids 
have weird names?" Well, the answer is an unknown, so let's call it 
X. As in Generation X, to which Taeler's parents belonged. Who 
knows what they were thinking when they named the kid? All I can 
tell you is that the name is pronounced just like "Taylor," as in 
"Taylor Allderdice," which was the high school where Taeler's 
parents met. So maybe they knew what they were doing. Maybe. 

Taeler was neither African-American nor Jewish-American, but 
he aspired to he both, just like his idol, the Taylor Allderdice- 
educated rapper Dr. Dreidel. While Taeler waited for his recording 
career to take off he used his computer skillz to do legwork for Bree. 
It gave him a certain amount of street cred to tell his crew he worked 
for a private eye - especially if he didn't mention that his boss was a 
girl and he mostly sat at a desk. 

"What do you have for me on the Furness case?" Bree said, 
seemingly oblivious to Taeler's slip-up. 

Still flustered, he needed an embarrassingly long time to call up 
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his research on the matter. "Sorry," he said after five seconds. 
"Here we go. The cell number you asked me to check out was a dead 
end." 

"A burner?" Bree said, meaning the kind of prepaid phone used 
and discarded by those who wanted anonymity. 

Taeler nodded, even though Bree couldn't see him. "Bought in 
Ohio." 

"What about the license plate?" 

Taeler moved his mouse and clicked. "No registered 
Pennsylvania vehicle with a plate that begins with the letters PDF." 

Taeler could almost hear Bree frowning on the other end of the 
line. "Damn," she said. "I really thought that would be our big lead." 

"Maybe the client got the letters wrong," Taeler said. "It could be 
PDE, POF, something like that." 

"Try those," Bree said, "and also look for the same letter 
combinations on an Ohio plate. The burner came from Ohio, maybe 
the plate did too." 

"Okay," Taeler said. 

"Talk to you later," Bree said, and then she couldn't resist 
tweaking him by adding, "T-Bone." 

Taeler hung up the phone and smiled. He didn't mind Bree 
giving him some shit; she was basically pretty cool, as bosses went. 
And it amused him to think she'd suppose his street name was 
something as tired as T-Bone, when in fact he'd always rolled as 
Tube Dawg. 


The receptionist was out sick that morning and the other Animal 
Control officers were out in the field, so George Workman had the 
place to himself. He'd set up shop at the receptionist's desk so he 
could handle the phones while he completed his paperwork. Now 
his paperwork was done and the phones were quiet and he found 
himself reflecting on recent events. 

It had been a strange few days. First the call from Ray Louis 
telling him to find the dog, then the call telling him to forget it, then 
the mix-up which resulted in the dog being found and brought in. 
And then Louis acting like he'd just waltz on in there and claim the 
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dog, with no papers or anything - in utter defiance of the rules! 
Workman had taken great pleasure in telling Louis he couldn't do 
that. That had been a fine moment indeed. 

And the weirdest thing was Louis's reaction. Instead of erupting, 
which was what Workman fully expected, Louis had kept his cool. 
No threats, no references to the debt Workman still owed him, 
nothing. And no contact since then, which was gratifying but also 
odd, given that Louis knew what would happen to the dog after 72 
hours. 

(Workman felt no joy about the prospect of any animal having to 
be put down, but those were the rules, and he wasn’t about to stop 
playing by them at this late point in his career.) 

Maybe Louis had simply given up. Or maybe he was scrambling 
to find the paperwork that would allow him to claim the dog. In any 
event the matter would be concluded soon enough, one way or 
another, and Workman hoped it would be an end to the recent 
weirdness. 

Right about then a cowboy walked through the front door. 

He was a bit stocky for a cowboy - not that Workman really knew 
anything about cowboys, outside of movies and TV, but he'd always 
pictured them leaner than this guy. 

Taller, too. Take away the hat and boots, and the man coming 
through the front door was average height at best. 

In every other regard he pretty much looked the part: the ten- 
gallon hat; the dusty boots clopping noisily across the granite floor; 
the faded jeans and rough-hewn work shirt and squinty eyes; the big 
bristly mustache that looked like an overfed caterpillar lodged on the 
cowboy's lip. 

Why the squinting? Workman thought. We're indoors. But it 
was a fleeting thought, easily crowded out by the vision striding 
toward him. A cowboy! In Pittsburgh! 

"Can I help you?" 

"Howdy," said the cowboy. His voice was like gravel in a blender. 

"You're not from around here, are you?" Workman said. 

"Reckon I ain't," the cowboy replied amiably. "What gimme 
away?" 

"Oh, I don't know," Workman said with a grin. "Call it a hunch." 
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"I like a feller with a sense a humor," the cowboy said. "Name’s 
Virgil Rumbleseat," he added, extending a meaty hand. 

Workman introduced himself as they shook. 

"Nice to meetcha," the cowboy said. "I'm up from Amariller 
visitin' ma kinfolk, and I'm in a spot o' trouble." 

"Do tell," Workman said, just like someone in a cowboy movie. 

"Well, ya see, I'm-a stayin' at mah cousin's place here in town, 
and they got themselves a house cat. Now I ain't had much 
esperience with domesticated critters. I'm used to livin' on a ranch, 
where men and beasts is free to come an' go as they please." 

"Sure," said Workman. 

"So what happened is, t'other day when I's all alone on the 
premises, that there cat kept standin' by the front door and lookin' at 
me all forlorny-like. Well, what could be the harm, I figgered, so I let 
him out, reckonin' he'd come back when he was good an' ready. But 
then he never come back, the varmint. An' it's been a couple days, 
and mah kinfolk're beside themselves a-worryin'." 

"And you think the cat might have been picked up by Animal 
Control," Workman said. 

"Seein' as how we cain't find neither hide nor hair of it 'round the 
neighborhood, and seein' as how it didn't have no tags or nothin', 
that's what mah cousin an' me're thinkin, yep." 

"Well, I hope we can help you," Workman said, turning to his 
computer. 

"I'd sure be much obliged," the cowboy said. "You don't know 
what kinda what-for I'm gonna git from mah cousin if I don't find 
that durn cat." 

"I understand," Workman said, logging in to the system. "It'll just 
be a second." 

"Shore," the cowboy said. "Say, this is a purty nice facil'ty y'all got 
here." 

"Thanks," Workman said, double-clicking his mouse. 

"I never been in a place like this'n. Ya think maybe I could have a 
look-see?" 

Workman looked up from his screen and smiled. It was nice to be 
of service, to be appreciated. "I'll give you the grand tour," he said. 
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When Bruno walked into Bar None in the Strip District that 
Thursday afternoon, his upper lip still tingling where he'd rubbed it 
with alcohol to remove the spirit gum, the regulars were bunched 
together at the bar, behind which a dark-haired, doe-eyed young 
woman stood drying glasses and regarding them wearily. 

A few minutes earlier one of the regulars, digging through his 
pockets in search of one more quarter to lose at video poker, instead 
found a handful of cards from one of those board games that test 
people's knowledge of trivia (or maybe their patience with board 
games). The regular then proposed a contest, which interested no 
one until the proposal was amended to include an element of 
betting. Stools were scooched over, contributions to the pot were 
made and the game was on. 

The first regular, since they were his cards (or at least had been 
discovered in the pants he was wearing, which he was almost sure 
belonged to him), helpfully offered to read the questions. This lasted 
for one round, after which the other players objected that the person 
holding the cards could not also answer the questions and win the 
money. 

"It's the free enterprise system at work," protested the first 
regular, but then the unfairness of the arrangement was driven 
home by an elbow to the ribs, and he conceded. 

A motion was then put forward to have Lisa, the bartender, take 
charge of the game, and against her better judgment she agreed. But 
only after everybody made an offering to the tip jar. 

"First question," Lisa said. "Which president oversaw the 
construction of the U.S. Interstate Highway system?" 

"True," said the third regular. 

"False!" cried the first regular. He didn't care if he was right or 
not - he was still mad about being forced out as host of the game. 

"It's not a true or false question," Lisa pointed out. 

"In that case," said the fourth regular with deep distrust, "which 
Interstate Highway system are we talking about?" 

"This is easy money," said the second regular. "The answer is 
Ikenhowser." 

"Well, you're close," Lisa said, "but I don't think I can accept 
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that." 

"Right," said the fourth regular, "cause close only counts in horses 
and cigars." 

"Don't you mean 'Close but no hang renade'?" asked the second 
regular. 

"If that's what I meant," replied the fourth, "that's what I'd've 
said." He frowned. "Right?" 

"What is a hang renade, anyway?" said the second regular. 

"It's from that saying,” claimed the third, "'Keep your hang 
renades close but keep your enemies closer." 

"Closer to what?" the fourth regular wanted to know. 

"How about we move on to the next question?" Lisa said, wishing 
she’d stayed in grad school, or accepted that dentist's marriage 
proposal, or both. 

"We wouldn't be havin' these problems," the first regular said, "if 
I was still in charge." 

They were still having problems - all kinds of problems - when 
Bruno approached the bar. 

"You're here for the meeting in the back," Lisa said to him. 

Bruno nodded. "Am I the last one?" 

"You are. The guy before you was really happy about it." 

"Let me guess," Bruno said, "kind of a grim-looking guy." 

Lisa nodded. "Even when he was happy he looked grim." 

"I bet he did," Bruno said, fishing out his wallet. "The next 
round's on me, as you probably figured out." 


"So," Yunko addressed Bruno as the five of them sat in a back 
room of the bar, "what'd you see?" 

"Guff, for one thing. He's definitely there." 

"That's good. What else?" 

"There's an alarm system we'll have to bypass to get into the 
building." 

"Yeah, we figured on that," Ducky pointed out. 

"But here's the thing," Bruno said. "Whoever installed this 
system did everything right, which is not usually the case, and that's 
gonna make our job a lot harder." He looked around the room, 
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frowning. 

"Tell us," Yunko said. 

"First of all, whoever put in the system used unmarked 
components, which means I don't know which company's hardware 
this is, so I can't look up the specs on the Internet. Second of all, 
they've got point-of-entry sensors on all the doors and windows, so 
there aren't any weak points we can exploit. And the last thing, I 
didn't see a power box or telephone line for the system console, 
which means they're hidden, which means we can't just cut wires to 
disarm the thing. Basically, the only thing we have going for us is 
that there aren't any cameras. Otherwise, this is a nightmare." He 
shifted in his seat and rubbed his nose. "I gotta tell you guys, I have 
a very bad feeling about this job - especially on such a tight 
timetable." 

"But Bruno," Ducky said, "you’re the best alarm guy in the 
business. Are you telling us you can't do it?" 

"Oh, I can do it," Bruno said dismissively. "I'm just saying it'll be 
ridiculously hard." 

"Oh," Ducky said. "Well, uh, in that case, is there anything we 
can do to help you?" 

Bruno looked at him scornfully. "Why would I need help?" 


"Everything's set," Ducky told Louis over the phone. 

"So you're going in tonight," Louis said. "Good." 

"We won't let you down, Ray." 

"I know you won't." 

"Your patience is gonna be rewarded," Ducky said. "By this time 
tomorrow you and your client are be very happy men." 

"Great," Louis said. "I'll talk to you soon, then. Bye." 

Now that's more like it, Ducky thought. 
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"Now do you have everything?" Yunko asked. 

"Yeah," Bruno said. "This time I'm sure." 

"Great. Let's get going." 

It was well past two, Friday morning, and they were in Bruno's 
kitchen. The dirty dishes were arranged in perfectly stacked piles 
next to the sink. 

Yunko picked up one carrying case, Bruno the other. Yunko 
opened the door. 

He heard a noise and turned around. Bruno had put his case 
down on the floor. 

"Sorry," Bruno said. "This is the last thing, I promise." 

Yunko closed the door. He tried hard not to roll his eyes, or sigh, 
or throw something. 

Bruno unzipped his jacket and took it off. There was a paper 
towel dispenser next to the sink. He tore off several sheets and 
wadded them up in his fist. He stuck his hand into his shirt and 
nestled the wad of paper towels in his left armpit. Then he did the 
same for the right armpit. 

Yunko could only stare, dumbfounded, as Bruno put his jacket 
back on. Their eyes met. 

"I sweat a lot on the job," Bruno explained. 

"I guess so." 

"I mean a lot." 

"I believe you." 

"Rivers." 
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"Let's go!" Yunko said, yanking open the door. 

"Calm down!" Bruno hissed. "You're making me anxious." 


"Nothin' against Tom," Jerzy said from the driver's seat, "but it is 
a little bit easier this way. Only need the one vickle." 

"True," Ducky said from the passenger seat. "Still, I wish he was 
coming along. It doesn't feel right without him." 

Tom's mother was in the hospital and so he'd begged off the job. 
He'd apologized profusely. He'd even offered to take a lesser share 
of the money, which each of the other four would have been happy to 
accept. But none of them wanted to be the first to admit to it, so 
Tom's share remained intact. 

The remaining four were now in a Volvo Sanctimonium, which is 
the one that runs on coffee (ideally, latte). They were gliding silently 
down an alley in the Strip District. It was 2:30. They'd be there in 
just a few minutes. 

"I hear you," Yunko said from the back seat. "But it's for the best, 
really - even if his mother weren't sick. There's no role for him this 
time. He'd just be in the way." 

"I hate to admit it," Bruno said, "but you've kind of got a point." 

"Gee, thanks," Yunko said. 

"I didn't mean it that way." 

"Then why'd you say it that way?" 

"It's just too bad about Tom, is all I was trying to say," Bruno said. 

"Whatever," Yunko said. "Let's forget it." 

"Really, though-" 

"Will you please drop it?" 

"Okay," Bruno said. "But jeez, now I feel like there's gonna be 
tension between us, and I can't work when I'm tense." 

"So don't be tense," Yunko said. "We're fine, no hard feelings." 

"You're just saying that," Bruno said. "You don't really mean it." 

Yunko took a few moments to calm down. "Listen, Bruno," he 
finally said, "I'm very sorry that you offended me. Okay? I apologize 
for that. So now there's no need for you to feel tense. Everything’s 
fine. All right?" 

"All right," Bruno said. "I guess." 
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Other parts of the Strip District were still buzzing with activity at 
this hour, but Animal Control sat many blocks away from all the bars 
and clubs. 

Jerzy parked the car on a side street. Yunko, Ducky and Bruno 
got out, dressed all in black. Bruno had a laptop case slung over his 
shoulder. Ducky held a pet carrier. 

Under the feeble pale-orange glow of a neglected streetlight the 
three crept up to the back entrance of the building. There was a 
strong fluorescent light directly above the door. Ducky removed the 
light bulb and set it aside. 

Yunko served as lookout for one direction, Ducky the other. 
Bruno set down the case and removed a set of tools from one of the 
side pockets. He put the tools on the ground, then armed sweat off 
his forehead. "Here comes the flood," he said. "Sweating like a pig 
already." 

"You're doing great," Ducky said. Yunko looked at him. Ducky 
shrugged. 

From the main compartment of the case Bruno pulled out a small 
electronic device with wires protruding from it. He put it down next 
to the tools. 

There was a keypad on the wall next to the door, and a metal 
panel below the keypad. "You'd think it'd be simple," Bruno 
muttered, grabbing a screwdriver. "Take the panel off, hook up the 
gizmo, turn off the alarm, open the door. But noooo. They got this 
place protected like Fort Knox or something." 

Apparently you couldn't just take the screws out and remove the 
panel; you had to loosen the screws in a certain sequence, remove 
them in a different sequence, and replace them even after you'd 
taken off the panel. Bruno kept cursing under his breath and wiping 
sweat off his face as he took care of all this. "Shoulda brought a 
handkerchief," he complained. "I knew there was one more thing I 
forgot!" 

Having gained access to the innards of the alarm system, Bruno 
held a small flashlight between his teeth - which didn't stop his 
muttering, only made it impossible to understand - and hooked up 
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his little electronic device, which looked a bit like a credit card 
reader. This too took longer than Yunko or Ducky would have 
thought, and seemed absurdly complicated. 

Soon enough, though, glowing green characters appeared on the 
readout of Bruno's device. He took the flashlight out of his mouth. 

"Which one of you is going in?" he said. 

"I am," Ducky said. 

Bruno turned to him. "As soon as I press this button you have 
five minutes. I know it's not much, but it's the best I can do." 

"So, in and out in five. Got it." 

"You need my light?" Bruno asked. 

"The one that was in your mouth? No thanks." 

Bruno shrugged. "Suit yourself." 

"I'm ready when you're ready." 

Bruno pressed a button on his device. There was buzzing noise 
and then a heavy metallic click. Ducky opened the door and slipped 
in. 

"Five minutes," Bruno called after him. 

"I think he heard you the first time," Yunko said. 

"I just hope he understands I meant it literally." 

"I'm pretty sure he does." 

"So back to that business in the car," Bruno said. "All I meant 
was..." 

Yunko checked his watch. He couldn't really see it in the dark, 
but he checked it anyway. Ducky's return couldn’t come quickly 
enough. 


"We're good," Ducky said as the door snicked shut behind him. 
He held the carrier with both hands. Guff looked out at them 
inquisitively. 

"Finally," Yunko said. "Is he okay?" 

"He seems fine. Didn't give me any trouble. I talked to him real 
nice, let him sniff my hand, scooped him right into the carrier." 

"I'm glad it worked for you." 

"No point dwelling on the past, Yunk. We're all set." 

"Great," Bruno said. He pressed buttons on the gizmo and waited 


112 



THE HOT DOG 


a few seconds. "There. It's re-armed." 

"Good work, fellas," Ray Louis said, emerging from the shadows 
with a gun in his hand. "I can take it from here." 

Yunko looked at Louis, then at the gun, then at Louis again. "Oh, 
come on," he said. 

"What's this about, Ray?" Ducky said. 

"It is what it is, pal. And if you slide one more inch away from me 
I'll shoot you in the kneecap." 

Bruno scoffed. "In this light? From twenty feet? I doubt it. You 
might hit the thigh or the groin or-" 

"Not helpful, Bruno," Ducky said. 

"Sorry." 

"You're making a big mistake," Yunko told Louis. 

"Yeah, I'm quaking in my boots over here," Louis said. He 
motioned to Ducky. "Put the carrier down. I won't ask you twice. 
Good. Now all of you take ten steps back. Good." 

As he spoke Louis stepped forward until the carrier was at his 
feet. He crouched down to verify Guff was in there. Then he stood 
up and fished his cell out of his jacket pocket. He punched buttons 
and put the phone to his ear. 

"Ray Louis for Sergeant Mehalik." 

"We each run a different direction, he can't get us all," Yunko said 
to the other two. 

"I'm not feeling particularly lucky tonight, Yunk," Ducky said. 

"Me neither," Bruno said. 

"Dan," Louis said into the phone. "How are ya? Good. Listen, 
long story short, I was over by the Animal Control building on 
Smallman and I think I saw three guys loitering by the back 
entrance. Loitering with intent, as you guys say. Think you could 
send a car over? Thanks, Dan. Bye." He put the phone away. "You 
guys will wanna get far away from here, fast." He started backing 
away, never taking his eyes or the gun off them. 

"We'll be seeing you, Louis," Yunko said. 

"Come on, Yunk," Ducky said. He and Bruno were loping away, 
back toward where Jerzy waited with the car. 

"Just remember, sunshine," Louis called, "I could have made this 
a lot worse for you." He turned and disappeared into the shadows. 
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"Trust me," Yunko said, "we won't forget it." Then he took off 
after the others. 


Louis's car sped away from the Strip District, headed toward 
Downtown. His ultimate destination was the South Side, where a 
buddy had recently turned a dilapidated home into a rental property. 
Back when he first got into business with Laughlin Jones Louis had 
given his buddy some cash to keep the property unrented for a little 
while, thinking he'd need a safe house at some point. Now that time 
had come. 

This job had been a huge gamble from day one, and only now, 
with the end in sight, could Louis relax a little - just a little. There 
was still plenty left to do. And there were still many hazards along 
the way. 

He knew he'd have to be extra cautious now that he'd double- 
crossed those thieves, but so be it. They were criminals - they 
should have known better than to trust someone like him. And 
they’d brought it on themselves, really, by demanding money up 
front, and by botching the job the first time. 

Louis's original plan had been simple: Hire somebody to steal the 
dog, with the understanding that they wouldn’t get their money until 
he got his. Once he had Guff he'd offer him to both Jones and Carrie 
Furness. A bidding war would ensue. No matter which billionaire 
ended up with the dog, Louis was sure to make a lot more than the 
measly $50,000 Jones had promised him. Even after Louis paid off 
the thieves, he’d still come out way ahead. 

But then, of course, the complications had arisen. In his haste to 
close the deal with Ducky's crew, in his naivete about how quickly 
and easily they could do the job, Louis had gone ahead and advanced 
them money out of his own pocket. That money was essentially 
everything he had. He'd bet large - and he’d lost. 

He'd tried to convince Jones to front him some funds, but the old 
man wouldn't budge. Now Louis had a stack of unpaid bills, alimony 
for two ex-wives, and a balloon payment on his mortgage coming 
due. His credit cards were just about maxed out. He had no one and 
nothing to turn to. He was desperate. So when he learned the 
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thieves were going to break the dog out of the pound tonight, Louis 
knew he had to make his move. 

Once he got to the South Side apartment, Louis would call Jones. 
(It would be about 7:00 p.m. in Sydney.) He still intended to play 
Jones and Furness off against each other, but in light of recent 
events Louis thought it best to delay that. A group of angry thieves 
were going to be searching the city high and low for him, and he 
could probably use the old man's help. 


"I really thought the third time would be the charm," Ducky said. 

"It would have been," Yunko said, "if Louis hadn't shown up." 

"I never saw it coming," Ducky said. 

"I should have seen it coming," Yunko said. 

"So why didn't you?" Bruno said. 

Yunko gave him a look. 

They were at Jerzy's house, drinking coffee. Meeting here in the 
early morning hours to commiserate about a job gone wrong was 
getting to be a bad habit. 

"Well if ya ask me," Jerzy said, "this's whatchamacall, a blessin' in 
disguise." 

"How so?" Bruno said. 

"On accounta we shoulda walked away from this job the first time 
it went wrong, and now that we got another chance to walk away we 
should take it. Cut our losses 'n'at." 

"He kinda has a point there," Ducky said, reluctantly. 

"No way," Yunko said. "I'm not giving up now. No way this ends 
with Louis making a jackass out of me. I'm pissed off and I want my 
money." 

"Whadda ya think, Bruno?" Ducky said. 

"Well," Bruno said, "Yunko and I hardly ever see eye to eye..." 

Yunko brightened. "But this time we do," he suggested. 

"No," Bruno said, "not this time either. I think Ducky and Jerzy 
are right." 

"Then why didn't you just say that?" Yunko grumbled. 

"I was trying to be diplomatic," Bruno said. 

"Thanks a bunch," Yunko said. 
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"You see where we're coming from, right, Yunk?" Ducky said. 
"We'd all like to get the rest of our money, but there comes a point 
where something isn't worth pursuing, you know?" 

Yunko looked around the table at the other three. "You're sure 
about this," he said. 

"Yeah," Ducky said. 

"Yep," Jerzy said. 

"Yes," Bruno said. 

"Okay," Yunko said, "fine." He drank the last of his coffee. 
"Who's gonna tell Tom we're giving up on Guff?" 

"Urn," Ducky said. 

"Er," Jerzy said. 

"I see what you're doing here," Bruno said, "but it won't work. I'll 
talk to Tom." 

"Great," Yunko said. "So you'll tell him you three don't care about 
the dog as much as he does, right?" 

"That's not fair," Bruno said. 

"And you'll also tell him the money he was probably counting on 
using to help his sick mother, he's not gonna get it," Yunko said. 
"Right?" 

"Listen," Bruno began, but Yunko cut him off. 

"And you'll tell Tom all this was decided in his absence. Right?" 

There was a pause. 

"Aw hell," Jerzy said. "Nevermind. I'm in." 

"Yeah, me too," Ducky said. 

Bruno eyed Yunko with equal parts respect and disdain. "Well 
played," he said, "you jagoff." 


"How we gonna find this guy?" Jerzy said, after everyone's coffee 
cup had been refilled. 

"I'm sure we can dig up his address online," Ducky said, "but 
there's no way he'll be there. He's gotta know we'll be looking for 
him." 

"Right," Yunko said. "But he's not just gonna take off across the 
country or something, either. He has to stay in the area so he can 
meet up with Jones and deliver the dog when Jones gets back from 
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Australia." 

"He can't check into a hotel," Ducky said. "Not as long as he has 
Guff with him." 

"So maybe he goes to a friend's house, or a relative's," Yunko 
suggested. 

"Innat case, where're we supposed to start searchin'?" Jerzy said. 

"You're awfully quiet over there," Yunko said to Bruno. "Got any 
ideas?" 

"Well, nothing useful," Bruno said. 

"Nothing at all?" Yunko said. "You're our tech guy. I figured 
you'd have something." 

"Well, I mean, you have the guy's cell number, right, Duck?" 
Bruno said. 

"Sure," Ducky said. 

"Okay, so we can track the guy by his cell," Bruno said. "There's 
an app that can monitor his exact location in real time." 

"Really?" Yunko said. 

"But don't you have to install the software on the phone of the 
person you're tracking?" Ducky asked. 

Bruno shook his head. "Not anymore. All you have to do is 
download the app and plug in the number you wanna track." 

"Holy shit," Yunko said. "Are you kidding?" 

"Why would I be kidding?" Bruno said. 

"This is exactly what we need," Yunko said. 

"Why didn't you bring it up earlier, Bruno?" Ducky said. 

"Well, come on," Bruno said. "Do you really think Louis is so 
dumb that he'll keep using his cell while he's on the run?" 

"I think it's pretty goddamned likely," Yunko said. "First of all 
because he's gonna need to be in touch with Jones, and second of all 
because I doubt he realizes how easy it is for us to track him." 

"I wouldn't have known," Ducky said. 

"Me neither," Jerzy said. "I heard about the cops doin' this kinda 
thing, but I figgered they had special equipment." 

"Well, whaddaya know," Bruno said, genuinely surprised. "I just 
assumed people were aware of this. I guess not everybody's as 
paranoid as I am." 

"To say the least," Ducky said with a grin. 
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"What's that supposed to mean?" Bruno said. 


Later that morning, over at Animal Control, George Workman 
stood staring at the empty enclosure which had once housed Ray 
Louis's mystery dog. 

There was no one else around. Nohody else knew the dog was 
missing. And so Workman found himself faced with a dilemma. 

The correct procedure, the Workman-like thing to do, would be to 
call the police, notify them the dog had been stolen, and report to 
them his cryptic conversations with Louis. It would shift the burden 
of finding the missing animal to the cops; it would allow Workman 
to start putting this whole weird business behind him. 

On the other hand, calling the cops meant making himself an 
object of their scrutiny, and acknowledging his own role (however 
tangential and innocent) in whatever Louis was up to. It meant 
questions, speculations, investigations; it meant, in short, stress. 
Nerve-fraying, hair-graying, libido-slaying stress. 

He thought of Jane, lovely Jane, his resurgently wanton wife. She 
wouldn't want him to take on any more stress, now, would she? 

"HECK no," Workman said, and his intemperance both alarmed 
and delighted him. 

The dilemma had been resolved. He knew what he was going to 
do now. First he was going to update the pound's database to show 
that someone had claimed the dog. That would put that business to 
rest. 

Then he was going to do something so completely crazy, so utterly 
outlandish and unprecedented, that even just thinking about it gave 
him goose bumps. He was going to use half a vacation day - one of 
the 525 he'd accumulated over the years. George Workman was 
going to take the afternoon off. 

He couldn't wait to tell Jane. 
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16 


"Ogimaa Township," Jerzy said. "What kinda word is Ogimaa?" 

"Indian," Ducky said. 

"The hell it is," Bruno said. 

"That's what the Internet said." 

"Oh really?" Bruno said. 

It was Sunday morning, October 27. They were headed south on 
Interstate 79 in a Ford Desecrator SUV. Jerzy and Yunko were up 
front, Ducky and Bruno in the back. 

Tom had been brought up to date on recent events. His mother 
was feeling better and he could have made the trip with the other 
guys if they'd needed him to. But he had agreed to sit out this little 
scouting expedition because to include him would have meant 
shelling out for two vehicles; also because the idea was to be 
inconspicuous. 

Bruno had been monitoring Louis's location for the last two days. 
Friday morning Louis had pinged around the city, never staying very 
long in any one place. Friday afternoon he’d gone south, to rural 
Greene County, roughly an hour away. His location hadn't changed 
since then. 

A quick bit of research had revealed that Louis's location, in 
Ogimaa Township, was also the site of Laughlin Jones's country 
home, Stately. Clearly that was where Louis intended to hide out, so 
now the guys were headed there to see what they were up against. 

"An Indian word," Bruno said testily, "would be a word from the 
Hindi language, the language of a big Asian country called India. Is 
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that where you’re telling me Ogimaa comes from?" 

"Jeez, Bruno, I know about India," Ducky said. 

"Maybe we should drop this subject," Yunko said. 

"I'm saying it's an Indian word," Ducky said, "you know, from the 
Indians, the guys who lived here before the white people showed 
up." 

"The white people!" Bruno said. "Good lord! You mean white 
like the color of snow?" 

"What's wrong with white people?" Ducky said. 

"Some of my best friends..." Yunko said, and Bruno stopped being 
angry long enough to bark out a laugh at that. 

Meanwhile Ducky seemed to realize, finally, that he was digging 
himself into a hole and that maybe he should stop shoveling. But 
then he saw Bruno glowering at him, and in his haste to shift the 
blame elsewhere he couldn't resist saying, "Look, on the Web it said 
it was an Indian word, that's all I'm trying to tell you." 

"Well, I don't know what kind of word it is," Bruno said, his voice 
rising. "It might be Cherokee or Shawnee or Creek or something 
else. But you can be goddamned sure it doesn't have anything to do 
with India!" 

"Okay, okay," Ducky said. 

"Fucking Columbus," Bruno muttered. 

"Beautiful morning, isn't it?" Yunko said. 

"Yeah," Jerzy said. "What's Bruno so mad abaht?" 


They exited 79 and got on State Route 191, which took them 
southeast toward Ogimaa Township. 

According to Google Maps there was only one road in the whole 
township, and it was essentially a very long driveway to Stately. 

"One access road," Yunko mused. "Makes it easy to keep track of 
visitors." 

"What're you thinking, Yunk?" Ducky said. 

"If they're expecting us," Bruno said, "they'll be watching that 
road." 

"That's what I'm thinking," Yunko agreed. 

"Do you really think they'd be expecting us?" Ducky said. 
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"I don't know," Yunko said, "but we might as well act like they 
are." 

"So whaddya wanna do?" Jerzy asked. 

"When we get close to the access road," Yunko said, "pull over." 

So that's what Jerzy did, about a mile from where 191 met the 
long driveway to the mansion. 

"You have the best eyes, Duck," Yunko said. "Can you make out 
anything up there?" 

The state highway stretching out in front of them neatly divided 
the topography. To the left it was grassy, gently sloping hills with a 
smattering of trees. To the right was a thick, dark copse of 
evergreens. The turnoff onto the driveway was on the woodsy side. 

"Just trees," Ducky said. "Could be a guard house right at the 
entrance, but we wouldn't know until we were right up on it." 

"Or there could be motion-activated cameras," Bruno said. "Easy 
to hide in all those trees." 

Yunko frowned. "I guess I gotta sneak over there so I can have a 
look around." He opened the passenger door. "Jeez," he 
complained, "for somebody who doesn't give a shit about nature, I've 
been spending a hell of a lotta time in the woods lately." 


The plan was that Jerzy would pop the SUV's hood and act like 
someone having engine trouble. 

"I can give her a tune up while I'm waitin'," he offered. 

"I'm sure the owner would appreciate that," Ducky said. 
"Whoever he is." 

If any Good Samaritan happened to stop by Jerzy would assure 
them that Triple-A was on its way. 

Meanwhile, inside the vehicle, Bruno wanted to talk more about 
words that didn't make sense, and Ducky was the only person within 
earshot. "'Atom,' for instance," Bruno said. "It means 'that which 
can't be divided,' right?" 

"If you say so," Ducky said. 

"That's what it means. But we've split the atom, so clearly it can 
be divided. So why are we still using the word?" 

"I dunno," Ducky said. 
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"Exactly!" Bruno said. "Nobody knows why. We just keep doing 
it even though it makes us look dumb. This is the kind of thing that 
infuriates me!" 

"I can see that," Ducky said, starting to wonder if Jerzy needed 
any help out there in the cold. 


Yunko tromped through the woods for many minutes, following 
the line of Route 191 on his left. 

He caught sight of the driveway a few seconds before he saw the 
guard house. He spotted the first guard shortly before he saw the 
second. And what he noticed after that was that both guards carried 
shotguns. 

Yunko had a sudden vision of himself full of dozens of little 
buckshot holes. He shuddered and backed away. 

The only other way onto the property was through the woods. It 
seemed like a long shot that there wouldn't be some kind of 
perimeter defense or surveillance system in place around the tree 
line, but then again, what if there weren't? He could always hope. 
And even if there were security measures waiting at the edge of the 
woods, it was better to know what they'd be up against. 

More tromping, then, but slower this time, so Yunko could keep 
an eye out for sensors, cameras, killer robots...whatever rich people 
were using these days to guard their riches. (Whatever happened to 
good old barbed wire?) 

He was maybe half a football field from the tree line when he saw 
another guard on patrol. In addition to a shotgun, this guard had a 
dog - a German shepherd the size of a small horse. 


By the time Yunko emerged from the woods and scrambled into 
the SUV, Jerzy had the Desecrator purring like a mountain lion and 
Ducky had a lengthy list of words he would never, ever use in 
Bruno's presence. 

"There you are," Ducky said, and then, seeing Yunko's face, 
added, "Everything all right?" 

"Yeah but let's get outta here before it isn't all right." 
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"You bet," Jerzy said, and in no time at all they were back on 191, 
headed north. 

"So what happened?" Bruno said. 

"Well," Yunko said, "I think it's safe to say that Louis is expecting 
us." 


"But they didn't spot you," Ducky said, after Yunko had related 
what he'd seen. 

Yunko shook his head. "There would've been barking and chasing 
and all that fun stuff." 

"Shotguns and shepherds," Bruno said. "Not a good 
combination." 

"And who knows what else?" Yunko said. "I'm sure they spared 
no expense." 

Jerzy merged the Desecrator onto I-79. They'd be back in the city 
in forty minutes. "So what's the plan?" he said, passing some doofus 
who was only going fifteen miles over the speed limit. 

"I don't know, exactly," Yunko said. "But something tells me 
we've gotta go big." 

"What's that mean?" Bruno asked. 

"It means big." 

"Oh," Bruno said. "Why didn't you say so." 

"I did say so." 

"Yeah, but- Never mind." 

"Could you clarify, I think, is what Bruno's getting at," Ducky 
said. 

"Sure," Yunko said. He frowned at Bruno. "All you had to do was 
ask." 

"So what is it already?" Jerzy said, as Bruno fumed. 

Yunko threw out his half-formed idea. 

There was a little silence while the others digested it. 

"That would be big," Bruno said acidly. 

"See what I mean?" Yunko said. 

"Now I do." 

"It sounds kinda pricey," Ducky commented. 

"I would imagine," Yunko said. 
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"Who's gonna pay for it?" Ducky said. 
"That is a problem," Yunko admitted. 

"A big one," Bruno sneered. 

"What's with you?" Yunko demanded. 
"Don't make me stop this coor," Jerzy said. 


Upfront expenses for the plan Yunko had in mind would amount 
to thousands of dollars. The guys couldn't come up with that kind of 
money quickly without resorting to something risky, like robbing a 
bank or hijacking an armored car. And they certainly weren't going 
to put up their own money. As Ray Louis had learned the hard way, 
only an idiot would do that. 

Which meant they had to find a financial backer. 

Being a natural networker with an extensive list of buddies and 
acquaintances who might be able to help out, Ducky took the lead on 
the fundraising effort. He started making calls as soon as the guys 
got back from their trip to Stately. Yunko, Bruno, Jerzy and Tom 
made calls, too, leaving no stone unturned. You never knew which 
pal-of-a-buddy-of-a-friend-of-a-former-acquaintance might come 
through. 


"You realize it's only six in the morning here," said Laughlin 
Jones from Australia. 

"I thought an old geezer like you would be used to getting up 
early," Ray Louis replied. 

"Did you now," Jones said. 

"Your security team is in place," Louis reported. He was on a land 
line, so he felt secure enough to discuss things openly. "If the thieves 
somehow track me down, the dog and I will be safe." 

"Good," Jones said. "I hope you're both enjoying your stay." 

"When will you be back in the country?" Louis said. "I want to 
close this deal." 

"What's this tone I'm hearing?" Jones said. "Is it anger? 
Contempt? Whatever it is I like it. You don't sound so goddamned 
eager to please anymore. It's a lot less annoying, so kudos for that." 
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"I've held up my end of the bargain," Louis said. "Now I'm 
waiting for you to do the same." 

"I'm sure you're very anxious to get your money," Jones said with 
utter disinterest. 

"You said you'd be back November fourth," Louis said. "Does 
that still hold?" 

"I just hope you're not too anxious," Jones said. "I wouldn't want 
you to try anything stupid." 

"Are we done here?" Louis said. 

"I'll see you on the fourth," Jones said. 
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17 


With the Stately job in limbo until they could get funding, and 
with no other paying work lined up, legitimate or otherwise, and 
with his six thousand dollar advance being whittled away by the cost 
of living, Yunko glumly went Downtown Monday morning to register 
for work with a temp agency. After the requisite battery of tests 
(typing, filing, computer skills), he was ushered into the office of a 
placement specialist whose name he immediately forgot. The 
specialist was a barrel-chested helmet-haired guy in his fifties who 
couldn't stop smiling. He had an awful lot of teeth. 

"Well!" the guy said after a quick look at Yunko's file. "This is 
your lucky day!" 

"Really?" Yunko said. 

"Not only do we have something that I think is just right for you," 
the guy said, as light blinged off his big, thick watch, "but you can 
start this morning!" 

"What's the catch?" Yunko said. 

"Is that a yes?" the guy said, picking up his phone and dialing. 

"Wait," Yunko said. "Wait." He glared at the guy until he stopped 
dialing and put the phone down. "I don't even know what the job is," 
Yunko said. 

"It's very straightforward," the guy said. "Basic computer stuff, a 
little filing, answering the phone.... You know the drill. Office stuff." 
He picked up the phone again. "Come on! Whaddaya say?" 

"What's it pay?" Yunko said, figuring it couldn't be much, the way 
this guy was overselling. 
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"Twenty an hour," the guy said. 

"Twenty?" Yunko said. 

"To be perfectly honest," the guy said, "I wasn't being honest with 
you. They told me twenty five. I offered you twenty because, you 
know, business. You know how it goes, right?" 

"No," Yunko said. 

"Anyway, they're really eager to fill this position today." 

"Twenty-five, huh?" Yunko said. "Is that really what they said?" 

"I'm definitely not lying to you anymore," the guy said. "Look, 
I'm just gonna dial the number, in case you feel like saying yes." He 
punched buttons on the phone. 

Yunko thought about it. On the one hand, it was definitely too 
good to he true. On the other hand, who was he to be turning down 
paying work? 

"I need an answer before she picks up," the guy said, a pleading 
note in his voice. 

On the other other hand, Yunko thought...but that was too many 
hands. 

"Okay," he said. 

The guy's eyes lit up. His teeth gleamed. His watch blinged. 


Yunko's new office was just a couple of blocks from the temp 
agency. He was shown up to the tenth floor and greeted by a woman 
whose name he tried hard not to forget. Marcy, that was her name. 
Marcy Marcy Marcy. 

Or was it Marcia? Martha? 

Shit. 

In any event, she could have been the twin of Yunko's placement 
specialist. She had the same basic build, the same helmet hair (just 
more of it), the same gleaming overabundance of teeth. 

"We're very happy to have you here!" she said. "We really 
appreciate you coming over on short notice." 

She showed him to a desk and explained that his primary 
responsibility would be to answer the phone and route calls. 

"That's it?" Yunko said. 

"That's it!" the woman replied. "There's a company directory next 
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to the phone. Feel free to call me if you have any questions." She 
started edging away. "You don't have any questions, do you?" 

"What do I do when the phone's not ringing?" Yunko asked. 

"Whatever you want," the woman said, sliding a little further 
away. "Sorry but I really have to be somewhere else." 

"But-" 

With what appeared to be a great effort the woman stopped 
moving away. She smiled at Yunko anxiously. 

He opened his mouth to ask another question but was interrupted 
by the electronic ditting sound of the phone on his desk. 

"Your first call," the woman said. "Good luck!" And then she 
practically ran away. 

Yunko watched her go. Then he turned and looked at the phone, 
which ditted patiently. With a shrug he sat down and picked up the 
handset. "Good morning, Accounting," he said, as the woman had 
instructed him. 

"There's a terrorist in my bathroom," said a male voice on the 
other end of the line. 

"Excuse me?" Yunko said. 

"He came up through the toilet pipe." 

"I think you have the wrong number," Yunko said. 

"This isn’t the FBI?" 

"No," Yunko said. "But I don't think they can help you either." 

The voice swore at him and hung up. 

The phone ditted again. 

"Good morning, Accounting." 

"What time is it?" asked a female voice. 

Reflexively Yunko recited the time from the phone's display. 

"What about the temperature?" the female voice said. 

"I have no idea," Yunko said. 

"Whaddaya mean? You're supposed to be a recording." 

"I'm not," Yunko said. 

"Well you sound like one," the female voice said, and before 
Yunko could respond she clicked off. 

What's this about? Yunko wondered, and then the phone started 
ditting again. 


128 



THE HOT DOG 


At around the same time, in a different part of the city, Bree 
Clipping was on speakerphone, so her voice had that hollow quality 
to it. "Are you sure," she asked Eliza, "that it was a Pennsylvania 
license plate?" 

"Ninety-nine percent sure," Eliza said. 

"And the letters were P-D-F, not P-D-E or something similar?" 

"Again, ninety-nine percent." 

"Okay, then," Bree said. 

"Where are you going with this?" Carrie said. 

"Well, there are no PA plates that begin with P-D-F." 

"So the plate was a fake?" Eliza said. 

"Exactly," Bree said. 

"How easy is that to do?" Carrie said. 

"Easier than you might think," Bree said. 

"So where does that leave us?" Carrie wanted to know. 

"Well, just because it's not that hard to do doesn't mean a lot of 
people are doing it," Bree said. "Pittsburgh's a small city and I have 
a big network. Some of the people in my network are, you might say, 
a little on the shady side. I'm pretty sure I know somebody who 
knows the market for fake license plates. I'll start asking around 
right away." 


There was nothing out of the ordinary about the phone number 
for Accounting. It was ten digits like any other number, beginning 
with 412 like any other Pittsburgh number. Somehow, though, as 
Yunko quickly discovered, the number was a magnet for people who 
weren't trying to reach Accounting. They asked for Doctor Fryberg 
or the Medicine Shoppe or "that chiropractor, you know, the one 
with the wart on his eyelid." They asked for the CIA, the PLRB, the 
NAACP. They asked for people and companies Yunko had never 
heard of. And very few of them took it well when Yunko gave them 
the bad news. 

"Good morning, Accounting," he said guardedly into the phone. 

"I need Derp," said an old woman on the other end. 

"I'm sorry?" Yunko said. 
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"Derp," she repeated. 

"I don't understand," Yunko said. 

"I just need their address." 

"You have the wrong number," Yunko said. 

"What's that?" the woman said. 

"You have the wrong number!" 

"I know I called Accounting," the woman said. "But I need Derp." 
"I have no idea who that is," Yunko said. 

"You gotta speak up, hon," the woman said. 

"I don't know who Derp is!" Yunko said. 

"You must be new," the woman said. "It's the Department of 
Regulations and Procedures. DRP, get it?" 

"Department of Regulations and Procedures" did sound familiar. 
Yunko scanned his company directory and sure enough, "There it 
is," he said happily. Finally, somebody who'd called the right 
number! (Well, the right company, anyway.) 

"Do you want me to transfer you?" Yunko said, eager to please. 
"Just the address, hon," the woman said. "I know they're not in 
your building anymore, but I can never remember how to get in 
touch with them." 

Yunko consulted his sheet again. "Nine hundred Sarah Street," 
he read. 

"Five hundred Sarah..." the woman said. 

"Nine hundred." 

"Oh, five hundred." 

"No, nine hundred," Yunko said. 

"Five hundred." 

"Nine hundred! The number nine!" 

"Five-oh-nine..." 

"NINE. HUNDRED." 

"Fifty-nine hundred..." 

"There's no five in the address, ma'am." 

"No five?" 

"It's nine-zero-zero." 

"Oh, nine...zero...zero.... Got it. Nine hundred." 

"That's right," Yunko said. 

"I'm sorry to trouble ya, hon, but I have a hearing ploblem." 
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"A- what?" 

"A HEARING PLOBLEM," the woman said. "Maybe you have 
one too," she added with a chuckle. 

"Oh god," Yunko muttered. 

"What's that, hon?" the woman said. 

"Nothing," Yunko said. 

"So lemme make sure of this," the woman said. "Nine hundred 
Cherry Street, right?" 


Primanti Brothers Restaurant was a Pittsburgh institution, 
famous for its distinctive sandwiches. There was one in Market 
Square, Downtown, and at noon it was jam-packed. 

"You sure this place is okay?" Bruno asked. 

"Are you kidding?" said Lisa from Bar None. "It's my absolute 
favorite restaurant." 

Bruno smiled. "Wow. So I chose well." 

Lisa smiled. "You chose extremely well. And I'm glad you called 
me." 

Bruno smiled some more. "I'm glad you gave me your number." 

"Ask and you shall receive," Lisa said invitingly. 

A server appeared to take their orders. 

"I'll have the pastrami sandwich and an iced tea," Lisa said. 

"Salami and cheese," Bruno said. "Extra salami, extra cheese. 
And can you put bacon on it?" 

"Sure, hon," the server said. "And to drink?" 

"Diet Coke," Bruno said. 

Lisa raised her eyebrows at that but let it pass. 

The server went away. 

"So do you know the story of this place?" Lisa said eagerly. 

"I should," Bruno said, "but no." 

"The reason they put the fries and slaw on the sandwich, instead 
of on the side, is because their biggest customers used to he truck 
drivers who wanted to eat while they were driving." 

"Makes sense," Bruno said. "If everything's on the sandwich you 
can drive with one hand and eat with the other." 

"Exactly!" Lisa said. "And then regular customers heard about it 
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and they started asking for the same thing, just for the novelty of it. 
And now going to Primanti's is one of those things you have to do 
when you visit Pittsburgh." 

"That's a pretty good story," Bruno said. 

"This is a pretty good first date so far," Lisa said, with a twinkle in 
her eye. 

They passed time happily until the food arrived. 

Lisa spread a napkin on her lap. "That looks great," she said, 
nodding at Bruno's mountainous sandwich. 

"So does yours," Bruno said. He set aside the top piece of bread 
and used his fork to push the slaw off the sandwich. Then he pushed 
the fries off the sandwich. Then he put the bread back. Then he 
looked up to see Lisa frowning at him. 

"What's wrong?" Bruno said. 

"Why'd you take the stuff off?" 

"Oh, I don't like having the fries and cole slaw on the sandwich," 
Bruno explained. "I never have." 

"Huh," Lisa said. "Then why not ask for them on the side?" 

"'Cause that's not how they do it here." 

"Huh," Lisa said. 

Bruno picked up his sandwich. 

"We could've gone somewhere else, you know," Lisa said. 

"But I really like the food here," Bruno said. 

"Huh," Lisa said, and Bruno noted that the twinkle in her eye was 
fading. 


Ducky was in the car when the call came in. "Hello?" he said. 

"It's me," Yunko said. 

"Where you calling from?" Ducky said. "I didn't recognize the 
number." 

"Never mind," Yunko said. "Where do things stand?" In the 
background, Ducky could hear the electronic ditting of a telephone. 

"You all right?" Ducky said. "You sound kinda stressed." 

"You have no idea," Yunko said. "Did you find somebody to front 
us the cash we need?" 

"I'm meeting someone in a couple hours," Ducky said. "I'm pretty 
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sure he can help us. The only question is at what cost, you know?" 

"Make the deal," Yunko said. "Give him whatever he wants." 

"But-" 

"Just do it!" 

"What's going on with you?" Ducky said. He could still hear a 
phone ditting in the background. "Do you need to get that?" he 
asked. 

"Call me after you've made the deal," Yunko said. 

"Hey," Ducky said as realization dawned on him. "Did you get a 
job or something? Are you at work?" 

"As of this second," Yunko said, "no." 


"Those are two very interesting items you're looking for," Daniel 
Pinking said after Ducky told him what the guys needed for the 
Stately job. 

"Well, this project's, uh, a little bigger than my usual kind of 
thing," Ducky said carefully. 

Pinking was a tall, pallid, wiltingly thin man who'd been hacking 
into computer networks since he was 13. Ducky met him that 
afternoon at the East End Food Co-op in Point Breeze. A militant 
vegan and an adamant supporter of the localvore and slow foods 
movements, Pinking did all of his shopping at the Co-op. 

"Interesting and expensive items," Pinking commented. 
"Whatever you're after must be pretty valuable." 

There was a cafe in the Co-op but it was small and crowded and 
not conducive to private conversation. The meat case, on the other 
hand, was a place you could stand in front of for twenty minutes at a 
stretch without anybody getting close enough to eavesdrop. That 
was where Ducky and Pinking had stationed themselves. 

"Well," Ducky said, "valuable enough that everybody'll make out 
okay." 

"Define 'make out okay'," Pinking said. 

"Your take would be ten thousand," Ducky said quietly. 

When Pinking didn't respond, Ducky added, "That's on top of 
getting back the money you lend us." 

"I know how loans work," Pinking said dryly. 
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"So are we in business?" 

"What if I told you I can get you the stuff directly? Skip the loan 
part?" 

"How does that work?" Ducky said. 

"I provide the equipment, you do your thing with it, then you pay 
me five thousand out of your take. That's a better deal for you." 

"That's a much better deal for us," Ducky said. "What's the 
catch?" 

"I want to know what you're after," Pinking said. 

"Well," Ducky said, "no disrespect, but I just can't get into that." 

Pinking raised his bushy eyebrows, which happened to be the 
only hair above his shoulders. "Are you worried I'll try to steal this 
thing out from under you?" 

"From what I know this is small potatoes for someone like you," 
Ducky said. "So, no, I'm not worried. Just tryin' to control the, uh, 
flow of information." 

"Information wants to be free." 

"Not in this case." 

"Sorry," Pinking said, "but this is the only way I'm willing to do 
the deal." 

Ducky puffed out air and turned his attention to the meat case. 
He wasn’t much for grocery shopping - his idea of meal prep was 
dialing a pizza place - but even he could see that buying meat at the 
Co-op was a complicated undertaking. There were all these labels on 
the packages that made no sense to him. "Organic." Didn't that 
mean "alive"? Strange thing to say about a pound of ground beef. 
"Free range" - as opposed to what? "Humanely slaughtered" - how 
did that work? 

And the prices - sheesh! "Who pays fifteen bucks for a pork 
chop?" he wondered. 

"Somebody who wants to know exactly what he's getting for his 
money," Pinking said. "Do you want my help or not?" 


"We're almost there," Tom said. He took his eyes off the road 
long enough to smile at Lauren. She smiled back. 

Lauren was glad Tom hadn't fallen on her that day in the coffee 
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shop. Really glad. Thank-god-it-could-have-ended-my-career-and- 
or-life glad. But she was also glad she'd given him a second chance. 
He was a sweet guy and a true gentleman. 

They'd been dating steadily and the only red flag, from Lauren's 
point of view, was Tom's lack of ambition. He was far too bright to 
be spending his days on a loading dock. He was capable of much 
more, she was certain. She'd tried to broach the subject a couple of 
times, very subtly, and each time he'd seen where she was going and 
had just as subtly steered the conversation in another direction. 

Well, so be it. If that was the worst thing she could say about her 
boyfriend, she was doing pretty well for herself. So well, in fact, that 
she'd agreed to this trip. 

They were in Tom's personal vehicle, which was known as a 
Mercury Jupiter but which bore a familial resemblance to an 
armored personnel carrier. Tom picked Lauren up in Moon and 
they were now headed for Mars, where Tom's mother lived. 

"Are you okay?" Tom asked, squinting into the late afternoon sun. 

"I’m good." * 

"Nervous at all?" 

"Sure," Lauren said. "A little." 

"Me too. A little." 

"Have you ever brought someone home to meet your mother?" 

"I've never had the chance," Tom said. He turned off the highway 
onto a dusty gravel road. 

"I guess I'm flattered then," Lauren said. 

"You should be," Tom said, and then he got flustered. "Sorry, that 
didn't come out right. What I mean," he stammered, "is that it's 
kind of a big deal to me." 

She rested her small and perfectly manicured hand on his big 
meaty paw. "To me too." 

The Jupiter rounded a bend and Tom made a quick left onto a 
cobblestone driveway. "Here it is," he said. 

At the end of the driveway, like something out of a fairy tale, was 
a stone cottage nestled in a lush green field. The cottage had a red 
roof and a blue door. A yellow vase full of pink roses sat in one 
window. A thin line of smoke wafted out of the chimney. 

The walls of the cottage were made of enormous interlocking 
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gray-brown stones. Each one looked as big as Lauren. She was 
petite, but still. 

"Wow," Lauren said. 

"Do you like it?" Tom said. 

"It's beautiful." 

Tom beamed. "Mom built it herself." 

Lauren looked at Tom. She looked at the cottage. She looked at 
Tom again, to see if he was having fun at her expense. He was 
smiling, but it wasn't one of those "Gotcha!" smiles. It was genuine. 

"Okay then," Lauren said gamely. "Let's go meet Mom." 


"So we're all set," Ducky said. "We can do the job as early as 
Friday." 

"Good," Yunko said. 

"I just hope this guy Pinking doesn't come back to bite us in the 
ass," Ducky said. 

"We'll burn that bridge when we get to it," Yunko said. 

It was early Monday evening and they were in Ducky's car, the 
Pangloss. Ducky was helping Yunko move in to his new apartment 
in Greenfield. 

"I can't believe this is everything you own," Ducky said. There 
were several boxes in the back seat and a few more in the trunk. A 
20-year-old television sat on Yunko's lap. 

"I feel the same way," Yunko said. 

"There's hardly anything," Ducky said, while at the same time 
Yunko said, "I should probably get rid of some of this stuff." 

"What?" Ducky said. 

"Huh?" Yunko said. 

They looked at each other. 

"You think this is a lot?" Ducky said. 

"You think I need more?" Yunko said. 

"I'll never understand you," each of them said, and then the car 
pulled up in front of Mrs. Zachawiasewycz's garage. 


They carried in the boxes, as well as a large pizza and a six-pack 
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they'd picked up along the way. Even though it wasn't much of a 
move Ducky was helping him with, Yunko felt obliged to pay the 
going rate. 

The two men sat in the living room for a little bit, eating and 
drinking and jawing, and then Ducky got up to go. "Six boxes and a 
TV," he said with a chuckle on his way out the door. "Unbelievable." 

As darkness fell Yunko turned his attention to unpacking. There 
was no urgency here other than to have his toiletries available, so he 
grabbed the box marked "Bathroom," put it on the kitchen table, and 
opened it up. Then he realized it made more sense to do the 
unpacking in the bathroom, so he picked up the box and there was 
Mrs. Zachawiasewycz standing in the doorway to the apartment. 

"Jesus!" Yunko said, almost dropping the box. 

"Do you know what he did?" Mrs. Zachawiasewycz said. She was 
smiling gaily and her eyes were bright. She was wearing the same 
housecoat and slippers she'd had on when Yunko first met her. 

"You startled me," Yunko said. 

"I couldn't believe it," Mrs. Zachawiasewycz said merrily. 

"I guess I didn't hear you come up the stairs," Yunko said. 

"I just about died," Mrs. Zachawiasewycz said, laughing. 

"Or knock," Yunko said. 

"Wait'll you hear this," Mrs. Zachawiasewycz said. 

Yunko put down the box. "Who are we talking about?" he said. 

"The pharmacist!" Mrs. Zachawiasewycz said. 

"What did he do?" Yunko said. 

Twenty-seven minutes later he was still finding out. 
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18 


The U-Haul truck, which had been rented by a guy headed for 
what he hoped was a happier life in North Carolina, had not even 
been reported as stolen yet. Nor was it likely to be reported, as Mr. 
North Carolina was being given a grand sendoff by his friends at a 
South Side bar, and his senses would be impaired until late the 
following morning - by which time, if all went well, the truck would 
be right back where he'd parked it. 

Jerzy nosed the truck up to a cyclone fence surrounding a remote 
part of the Washington County Airport. The airport was thirty-five 
miles south of Pittsburgh and roughly twice that distance northeast 
of Jones's country home. 

The sun had been down for several hours. Jerzy had been driving 
with his lights off for fifteen minutes so he was a bit on the grumpy 
side. "Finally," he said, shutting off the engine. 

It was Friday, November l, a week since Louis had stolen the dog 
from the dog thieves. Cell phone monitoring confirmed that Louis 
was still holed up at Stately. 

Jerzy, Yunko and Ducky clambered out of the truck's cab. Jerzy 
went around to the back and lifted the sliding door. Bruno came out 
first, followed by Tom. 

The guys tossed several bags of equipment over the fence, then 
climbed over themselves. 

They crept through the dark for many minutes until a dull thud 
and a muffled cry suggested that someone had found what they were 
looking for a little sooner than he'd expected to. 
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"You all right, Yunk?" Ducky whispered. 

"Doe I'm dot," Yunko said testily. 

"You gettin' a cold? You sound all stuffed up." 

"I found da helidopder." 

Now they could all make out its shape in the darkness. "Wow," 
Tom marveled, "that thing is big." 

It was a Boeing CH-47 that belonged to one of Daniel Pinking's 
fellow cybercriminals. (It was also called a Chinook; fortunately 
Bruno never found out.) With its twin rotor columns the CH-47 
looked like a long, flat letter U. 

"Sorry, Jerzy," Ducky said, "but I gotta ask you again. Are you 
sure you can fly this thing?" 

"Piece a cake," Jerzy said. Even in the dark the others could see 
the gleam in his eyes. 

"And if he can't," Yunko said, rubbing his tender nose, "we'll find 
out soon enough." 

"Great," Bruno said. 

They loaded the equipment and then themselves. Nobody wanted 
to sit in front with Jerzy, which suited him just fine. He flicked 
switches and pushed buttons and the great dark beast roared to life. 
The rumbling of the engines rattled Yunko's skull. Just as he was 
starting to wonder what was the holdup the helicopter lurched off 
the ground, leaving his stomach behind. 

Jerzy got the CH-47 to the altitude he wanted and pointed it 
south. The four passengers tried to make small talk to ease their 
nerves, but quickly tired of having to shout over the din of the rotors. 

Yunko reviewed the plan again in his head, testing it for 
weaknesses. He found so many that he had to stop reviewing. 

He peered at Ducky and Bruno and Tom in turn. They were all 
dozing, damn them. 


The Chinook can go a lot faster than seems possible for such an 
ungainly-looking contraption. They reached Jones's estate in less 
than an hour. 

Jerzy eased off the throttle a bit and executed a gradual descent. 
That was Yunko's cue to give Ducky a nudge - maybe a harder one 


139 



JOHN NOVAK 


than was strictly necessary. 

Soon enough everybody was awake and on edge. The helicopter 
dipped lower and passed over the guard house at the entrance to the 
estate. The mansion was dark. 

Yunko got the others' attention and motioned to his ears. They all 
nodded and put in earplugs. Bruno opened one of the bags and 
started setting up the weapon. 

Yunko moved up to the cockpit and went through the same 
pantomime with Jerzy. The pilot took one hand off the controls to 
give Yunko a thumbs-up, then took his other hand off the controls to 
fumble in his shirt pocket for earplugs. Yunko blanched at the sight 
of the CH-47 flying itself and quickly exited the cockpit. 

Features of the landscape blurred past as the helicopter 
descended further. Up ahead, a light came on in the house. 


The head of security, an old coot called Diefenderfer who never 
quite looked clean shaven, tried not to duck as the helicopter buzzed 
the guard house. Problem is, when something that loud comes at 
you that low you just can't help yourself. Diefenderfer crouched and 
covered his head with his arms and had a flashback (goddamned 
hippies and their jargon) to his very first air raid drill in elementary 
school (goddamned Communists and their H-bombs). 

He didn't wet his pants the way he had back then, but 
remembering how he'd disgraced himself at age six got his blood 
boiling. Diefenderfer stood right back up, ignoring all the ugly 
sounds from the vicinity of his knees, and snatched the radio 
transmitter. "Tango Base to all units," he snarled. "We are under 
attack. This is not a drill. Converge on intruders. Presume they are 
armed and dangerous. Diefenderfer out." 

He hung up the transmitter and unholstered his pistol, a Gluck 
8.7 mm (way cooler-looking than the standard-issue Glock 9 mm, 
and a hell of a lot cheaper). Diefenderfer checked that the gun was 
loaded and slid the safety off. He sighted a row of imaginary bad 
guys and wasted them all. Then he headed out, feeling better than 
he had in weeks. He couldn’t wait to shoot somebody. 
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The CH-47 touched down about thirty yards in front of the house, 
where now there were a whole bunch of lights on. 

Jerzy turned off the engines. Due to the earplugs Yunko felt the 
change more than heard it. The churning of the rotors slowed and 
lost some of its gut-rumbling overwhelmingness. 

Bruno was fiddling with the weapon in a way that didn't exactly 
convey "I know what I'm doing." Conversation was still impractical 
but Yunko had to try anyway. He knelt down next to Bruno and 
tapped him on the shoulder. When Bruno looked up, Yunko said, as 
loudly and slowly as an idiotic tourist, "THIS WOULD BE THE 
TIME TO GET THAT THING WORKING." 

Bruno's scowl indicated he'd understood perfectly. He turned his 
attention back to the contraption. 

Yunko stood up to find Ducky and Tom regarding him worriedly. 
He had enough to worry about without having to worry about them 
worrying, so he peered out the nearest window—er, porthole—er, 
whatever. 

He could make out movement in the dark near the tree line. Lots 
of movement, and heading toward the helicopter at a cautious but 
steady pace. 

Guards and dogs. Shotguns and shepherds. Oh boy. 


Diefenderfer heard the helicopter cut its engines. Staying low, 
using what little cover he could find, he crept toward the big, 
military-looking shape resting squatly in front of the mansion. 

On the peripheries of his vision Diefenderfer noted guards and 
dogs advancing in a rough semicircle toward the helicopter. Good. 

He crept forward a few more paces. Less than a hundred feet to 
go- 

After all the noise of a few minutes ago, right now it was awfully 
quiet. 

Diefenderfer flinched at the heavy scraping sound of a metal door 
opening. He wet himself just slightly but quickly regained his 
composure. He raised his weapon. Showtime. 

Or what did people say now? Go time. It was go time. 

Whatever the hell that meant. 
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Goddamned kids and their slang. 


The Long Range Acoustic Device, or LRAD, has many 
applications but is best known as the latest in crowd-control 
technology. Who needs billy clubs, rubber bullets, fire hoses or tear 
gas when you can simply disperse an angry mob with noise? The 
LRAD looks like nothing more than a newfangled TV antenna, but it 
produces tones that can inflict physical harm on people and animals 
at pretty good distances. 

Yunko first became aware of the LRAD when it was used against 
him in September of 2009. Pittsburgh was hosting the G20 summit 
of world leaders and the city teemed with protesters, cops, and 
paramilitary units brought in just for the occasion. Yunko wanted 
nothing to do with the protests, but as he tried to skirt the edge of a 
demonstration in Schenley Plaza in Oakland the security forces 
closed off the entire area, trapping him among all the 
twentysomethings wearing Guy Fawkes masks and skinny jeans. 
Yunko's efforts to escape were met with hard shoves from big men in 
riot gear. 

Pushing and name-calling led to someone throwing a bicycle at a 
cop, and then things got ugly. Security gave up on containing the 
mob and focused instead on hurting and dispersing it. Then an 
extremely unpleasant sound filled the air, rendering everyone 
without earplugs incapable of much beyond suffering. The plaza 
emptied out pretty quickly after that. Yunko read about the LRAD in 
the next morning's Cheerleader ("Groundbreaking new tech 
unveiled in city!"), and it had remained vividly imprinted upon his 
memory ever since. 


Now, as Yunko watched dark shapes moving toward the Chinook, 
Bruno turned on the device. Within seconds the shapes slowed 
down, then stopped. If Yunko had remembered to bring night vision 
goggles he could have seen the guards' faces contorting in agony, 
their knees buckling, their hands pressing against their ears. He 
could have seen the German shepherds jerking their leashes as they 
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tried to get away from the awful noise. 

Yunko counted to ten and then motioned to the others. Time to 
go get Guff. 


Diefenderfer hadn't had a headache like this since he took his kid 
to a Metallica concert in 1988. Goddamned headbangers. 


Jerzy stayed in the cockpit; driver's privilege applied even if the 
getaway vehicle was a helicopter. Bruno stayed behind also, tending 
to the LRAD. Yunko, Ducky and Tom jumped out of the Chinook 
and scurried across the lawn to the house. 

Before they could break down the front door it slammed open and 
Ray Louis staggered out, holding his head as if it might fall off. 
Yunko and company looked at each other and shrugged. Once in a 
while things went more smoothly than you'd hoped. 

Tom grabbed Louis and stood him up straight. At the sight of the 
three thieves a flash of recognition passed over Louis's eyes, but he 
was still quite preoccupied with the pain in his ears. 

Yunko took out the index card he'd prepared and held it up in 
front of Louis's face. On the card was scrawled, "Guff." 

A dismayed look passed over Louis's face. His lips formed the 
same words over and over. "I don't have him!" 

Tom frowned massively (boy, did he ever) and lowered his 
enormous head until he and Louis were close enough for Eskimo 
kisses. "WHERE - IS - GUFF?" he said, and Yunko would have 
sworn he heard it through the earplugs. 

"P-Pittsburgh!" Louis shouted, squirming. "I left him in town 
because I knew you might come after me! Oh please can you make 
that noise STOP!" 

Tom looked at Yunko. Yunko looked at Ducky. Ducky looked at 
Louis. "I don't think he's lying," Ducky's lips said. 

Yunko gave the house a quick once-over. Whole lotta rooms in 
that thing. Take a long time to go through them all. No guarantees 
Bruno could keep the LRAD working the whole time, or that it was a 
good idea to keep it working that long. 
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Yunko spat on the perfectly tended lawn. "Bring him with us," he 
mouthed to Tom, and then he tromped back to the helicopter. 


"That was some operation you guys put together," Louis said. "I 
wouldn't have thought yunz had it in you." 

"Shut up," Yunko said. 

They were in the back of the stolen U-Haul truck, which was on I- 
79, headed north. Jerzy was alone in the cab. 

His feet and hands bound, Louis sat awkwardly on the cold, hard 
truck bed. The others surrounded him. A battery-powered lantern 
cast dim light over everything. 

They'd made a clean getaway from Stately. They'd returned the 
CH-47 and made another clean getaway from the airport. 

This job had been full of potential pitfalls; it had had disaster 
written all over it. There hadn't been time to plan or execute the 
thing with the proper diligence. There were too many uncertainties, 
too many moving parts. And yet everything had gone off without a 
hitch. 

Except for the little problem that they hadn't gotten the 
goddamned dog. 

Yunko said, "Unless you're telling us where to find Guff, I don't 
wanna hear a peep outta you." 

"Peep," Louis said. His LRAD-induced headache was not entirely 
gone, but basically he felt okay. Better every minute, actually. 

"Come on, Ray," Ducky said. "Nobody wants any ugliness." 

"Right," Louis said. "Especially all of you." 

Yunko snorted. 

"'Cause if things get ugly I'm liable to forget where I stashed our 
little friend." He looked at each of them in turn. 

"He’d better be okay," Tom said. 

"Why wouldn't he be?" Louis said, anxious to keep the giant 
happy. "He's worth even more to me than he is to you." 

"This can be a win-win," Ducky said. "Give us what we're owed, 
we let you go, no harm done." 

"Great," Louis said. 

"Really?" 
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"Sure. My position is that I owe you nothing. So let me go, no 
harm done." 

"You can't be serious." 

"We're wasting our time," Yunko said. 

"You got paid to steal the dog from Carrie Furness," Louis said. 

"His name is Guff," Tom said. 

"Not now, Tom," Yunko said. 

Louis went on. "You botched the job. You tried to steal the dog 
from Moley-" 

"Which would've worked if you hadn't gotten Animal Control 
involved," Ducky interjected. 

"Doesn't matter," Louis said. "When you screwed up the first 
time you lost whatever right you had to be paid in full. The money 
you've gotten so far is a lot more than you deserve. So you can let 
me go and we'll just forget all of this happened, or you can hold onto 
me, which doesn't help you. Jones knows where the dog is and he'll 
be back in a couple of days. Once he has Guff, you've got nothing." 
He looked at each of them in turn, smiling broadly. 

"I'm at a loss, Yunk," Ducky said. "What's your call?" 

"Desperate measures," Yunko said. 
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1:00 a.m., Saturday, November 2. 

Louis was tied to a chair. The chair sat in a room set up especially 
for what was about to take place. Yunko was the only other person 
in the room. 

"Cute," Louis said dismissively, eyeing his surroundings, "but it 
won't work." 

"We'll see about that," Yunko said, as he tore off a piece of duct 
tape. 

"What's that for?" Louis said, eyeing the tape warily. 

"Your mouth." 

"You worried I'm gonna scream my head off?" 

Yunko shook his head. "Even if you did nohody'd hear you down 
here." 

"So why the tape then?" 

Yunko smiled as he pressed the tape to Louis's skin. "Just for 
kicks," he said. 


1:11 a.m. 

"Mmph," Louis tried to say. Yunko couldn't hear him but he 
could see that Louis wanted attention. 

Yunko took out his ear plugs, then reached over and carefully 
pulled the tape off Louis's mouth. "You ready to tell us?" 

"Nah," Louis said. "Just fuckin' with you." 

Yunko put his ear plugs back in, then covered Louis's mouth with 
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a fresh piece of tape. 


1:20 a.m. 

"Mmph." 

Yunko gave Louis a long look. 

"Mmph!" 

Yunko grabbed a corner of the tape and ripped it off hard. Louis's 
face contorted in pain. He let out a shriek, but of course Yunko 
couldn't hear it. 

Louis rocked back and forth in the chair to which he was bound. 
The skin around his mouth was red and raw-looking. 

Yunko watched impassively as Louis mouthed many words at 
him. None of them pertained to Guffs whereabouts. 

"You're bringing all this on yourself, you know," Yunko said, 
readying a fresh piece of tape. 


2:03 a.m. 

"Mmph." 

Ducky replaced Yunko at 1:30, and Bruno replaced Ducky at two. 
Now he cast a wary eye at Louis. 

"You wouldn't be fucking with me, would you?" Bruno asked. 
"'Cause Ducky warned me about that." 

He tore off a piece of tape and pressed it firmly onto one of 
Louis's bushy-haired forearms. Then he looked at Louis 
meaningfully. 

Louis didn't make any more noise. 


2:37 a.m. 

Tom replaced Bruno at 2:30. There were three large televisions 
arranged in front of Louis in such a way that he almost couldn't 
avoid looking at them. The first time he tried to avert his eyes, Tom 
jabbed him in the ribs with a rolling pin. "Keep watching," Tom 
warned, "or there's more where that came from." 

Louis did as he was told. 
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* * 


* 


3:21 a.m. Ducky was on duty. 

Louis fell asleep. His eyes closed and his head lolled to one side. 
The guys had expected this would happen. They were prepared. 
On an end table next to where Ducky sat had been arranged 
certain tools. Opting for what he thought of as the most humane 
approach, Ducky grabbed a glass of ice water and poured it over 
Louis's head. 

Woke him right up, that did. 

"Keep watching," Ducky said. 


3:49 a.m. 

The next time Louis fell asleep, Bruno banged two pots together 
as hard as he could, right next to the man's head. Louis jerked in his 
seat and his eyes popped open. He looked at Bruno with a 
combination of pain and fear and hatred. 

4:01 a.m. 

"I apologize in advance for the smell," Tom said cheerfully, taking 
his place next to Louis. "Guess I shouldn't have had all that chili." 

"Mmph!" Louis said. 


4:42 a.m. 

The last time Louis fell asleep, Yunko yanked the tape off his 
forearm. Louis writhed so much he tipped his chair over. 

"That was for Animal Control," Yunko said, as he righted the 
chair and its prisoner. 


4:45 a.m. 

"I'm not fucking with you," Louis said as soon as Yunko peeled 
the tape off his mouth. "I'll tell you everything. But please turn off 
the TVs first." 

"Not gonna happen," Yunko said, tossing the ear plugs from hand 
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to hand. 

"Please! I can't take any more of it." 

Yunko put his ear plugs back in. He grabbed the duct tape and 
started to pull off a new piece. 

"Okay okay okay," Louis said. 

Yunko called the others into the room. 

"He's in a kennel in Shadyside," Louis told them. "The Pampered 
Pooch. Now turn off the TVs." 

"Not just yet," Yunko said. "Bruno, can you look the place up?" 

"You bet," Bruno said, pulling out his phone. "You mind if I step 
out of the room?" He nodded toward the televisions crowded 
around Louis's chair. "I don't know how anybody can stand being 
exposed to that." 

"See?" Louis cried. "See?!" 

"Sure, whatever," Yunko told Bruno. 

"I'll come with," Ducky said hastily. Louis watched them go with 
what might have been tears in his eyes. 

"You okay, Tom?" Yunko said. 

The big man was staring at the TVs. Yunko tapped him on the 
shoulder. "You all right?" 

"I CAN’T BELIEVE PEOPLE WATCH THIS CRAP!" Tom 
bellowed, just about knocking Yunko off his feet. 

"What're you shouting for?!" Yunko said, but then he noticed the 
little gray buds sticking out of Tom's ears. 

"WHAT?!" Tom said. 

"NEVER MIND!" 

Tom read Yunko's lips, shrugged, and turned back to the TVs. 

Bruno's head appeared in the doorway. "It checks out," he said. 
"No way to know if the dog's there, but it's a real place." 

"Good," Yunko said, and quickly muted all three televisions. 

"Thank god!" Louis cried. 


When Jerzy first turned his basement into a sports-themed TV 
room, the term "man cave" hadn't yet been coined. Which was fine. 
Jerzy didn't need a special name for his special place; at game time 
he'd just say "I'm goin' dahn the cellar." 
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His wife She, on the other hand, had always called the basement 
room "the dungeon," sometimes amusedly, other times not. But 
even in her darkest moods She would have never guessed that the 
room would almost live up to its moniker one day. 

At first one big-screen TV had been enough to keep Jerzy happy. 
But as the price of supersized TVs kept dropping, and as hefty older 
models made way for light, slim, flat-screens, it became increasingly 
easy to rationalize having two televisions in the dungeon. And once 
he had two, Jerzy realized that he really needed three. There were 
always at least three games on worth watching. 

By the same token, there were always at least three things on 
television that nobody in his right mind would choose to watch, and 
that was what enabled the guys to break Ray Louis. By the time he 
gave up he'd been subjected to almost four solid hours of a three¬ 
pronged audiovisual assault. On one screen it was a marathon of 
"Bag of Hammers," a reality show in which Simon Cowell, Gordon 
Ramsay, Donald Trump, and three obese hillbilly women lived in a 
communal house at the Jersey shore. On the second screen it was 
live coverage of Congressional deficit hawk Ayn Rand Paul Ryan, 
filibustering against a bill that would freeze her salary and reduce 
her benefits by reading aloud from her 3,000 page novel 
Epimetheus Said "Meh." And on the third screen were highlights 
from Malignant Tumor Week on the Invasive Surgery Channel. 
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The plan: get some sleep and go to the kennel as soon as it 
opened, which was 9 a.m. Once they had the dog they'd figure out 
the next step. 

Yunko and Ducky took couches, Bruno a recliner. Tom was happy 
on the floor. Louis also slept on the floor, his hands and ankles still 
bound. He didn't seem to mind at all. He was out before they untied 
him from the chair. 

Jerzy slept in his own bed, upstairs. She slept at her mother's 
house, having been warned by her husband to not come home after 
she got off work. 


Nobody downstairs slept well except Louis, who snored like 
Tuvan throat singing. 


"So whadda we do," Jerzy said, "draw straws or some'n like 'at?" 

"I don't think that'll work," Yunko said, stifling a yawn. 

It was 8:30. Louis was being allowed to use the basement 
bathroom while Tom stood guard outside the door. Anything Louis 
might have thought about using as a weapon had been removed 
from the bathroom, and Louis's cell - which was probably more of a 
threat to the guys than anything else lying around - was nestled in 
Ducky's pants pocket. 

Yunko, Ducky, Bruno and Jerzy were trying to hash out which 
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one of them would accompany Louis to the kennel. Nobody was 
volunteering for the job. 

"Why no straws, Yunk?" Ducky said. 

" Which one of us would you trust to do it fair and square?" 

"I'd like to think all of you would trust me." 

There followed a great deal of hemming and hawing and shuffling 
of feet. 

"Never mind," Ducky said. "How do we do it, then?" 

"Feel like going undercover, Bruno?" Yunko said. 

"All I have available is the cowboy outfit. So, no." 

"What're we really lookin for, here?" Jerzy said. "Maybe that'll 
help us decide." 

"Somebody to keep Louis in line while he's in the kennel, that's 
all," Yunko said. 

"Any of us can do that," Bruno said. "What else?" 

Yunko considered it. "Well, supposing Jones is going to be asking 
questions at the kennel when he shows up and his dog isn't there, we 
need somebody who isn't gonna be too memorable. So which one of 
us-" He stopped. The others were looking at him intently: Ducky 
with his absurdly long legs and prominent ears, Bruno with his 
Popeye forearms and bulbous nose, Jerzy with his heavy brow and 
bristly moustache and jutting jaw. 

"Aw, hell," Yunko said. "It's gotta be me." 


"Good morning, the Pampered Pooch, Kat speaking. 

"Yes, that's right, my name is Kat. 

"Uh-huh, and I run a dog kennel. 

"It is ironic, isn't it? 

"Actually, hardly anyone comments on it anymore. How can I 
help you?" 

A few minutes later, 30-year-old Kat(erina) Rhinebeck hung up 
the phone with a smile on her face. She'd just spoken to Dylan 
Delmonico, who wanted to bring his dogs over this afternoon. Dylan 
Delmonico! The hunky hometown boy who went to Central Catholic 
and Pitt, and then was the Pirates' star first baseman for fifteen 
years! Dylan Delmonico, who still lived in the Burgh despite all his 
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fame and fortune. Who was commonly thought to be the only 
Republican who could win a mayoral election in this town (if he ever 
chose to run). Whose endorsement was the most coveted seal of 
approval any Pittsburgh business could hope for! 

Kat got all glowy just thinking about the potential publicity. She 
could see Dylan's ruggedly handsome face on a billboard: "The only 
person I trust my dogs with is Kat!" After two years of constant work 
and worry as she tried to carve out a niche in the dog-eat-dog world 
of canine hospitality services, she had the feeling that things were 
looking up. 

She was still glowing when the gay couple came in. 

She presumed they were gay, at least. They didn't have the sort of 
fastidiousness and stylishness Kat associated with gay men, but 
weren't those just stereotypes, anyway? Hadn't we moved past that 
kind of thinking? 

Both men were unshaven and rumpled, as if they'd slept in their 
clothes. The taller one seemed guarded, a little on edge even. Was 
he still in the closet? Was he unsure about this relationship? 

The shorter man was anything but unsure about the relationship. 
This guy was in love, or at least a deep infatuation. He was attuned 
to his partner's every move. He couldn't take his eyes off the other 
guy- 

"Good morning, gentlemen," Kat said brightly. "How can I help 
you?" 

The taller man stepped forward. The shorter man stuck to him 
like white on rice. 

"I'm here to pick up a dog," the taller man said. "Guff." He 
mustered a weak smile. 

"Of course," Kat said with cheerful professionalism. She turned 
to her computer and typed. Definitely a closet case, she thought. 
Nervous about being seen in public with his boyfriend. 

"I'm a couple days early," the taller man explained. "I hope that's 
okay." 

"It's no problem at all, Mister" - she peered at her monitor - 
"Louis. I'll just pro-rate the guest fee. Just give me a second here... 
Six fifty-nine fifty-nine, with tax. How will you be paying?" 

The taller man looked at her for a moment, aghast. His 
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companion nudged him. "Oh, right, right," the taller man said, 
chuckling to cover his embarrassment. He looked at the other man. 
Something passed between them - Kat couldn't pick up on it. "I'm 
kind of hard up here," the taller one said to his boyfriend. "Any 
chance you can front me?" 

"No chance," the shorter one said. 

Ooh, Kat thought. They've had money problems. Poor guys. 

Kat had been in business long enough to know people rarely 
looked happy when parting with their money. Still, she was struck 
by how the taller man oozed discomfort as he clumsily dug out his 
wallet and reluctantly handed her a credit card. "Thanks," she said, 
swiping the plastic. "As soon as this goes through I'll have someone 
bring out Guff." 

"Thanks," the shorter one said. 

Kat found herself rooting for things to work out between these 
two. She had a gut feeling that the short guy had a lot invested in 
this relationship. She wished him luck. When it came to romance 
everybody needed a little luck once in a while. Even the Dylan 
Delmonicos of the world — and the short guy was no Dylan 
Delmonico, as Kat could plainly see. He had a face you immediately 
wanted to forget. 


Walnut Street was where the action was in Shadyside. Boutiques, 
shops and galleries shared space with brand-name chains in a tree- 
lined district full of hip happenings, busy bistros, cool cafes and 
soothing spas. And if all that didn't make you want to run in the 
other direction, the prices would. 

Rents, for example. Commercial space cost a mint on Walnut, 
which is why the Pampered Pooch could be found all the way down 
at the end of one of the side streets. Kat Rhinebeck liked to think of 
her location as "off the beaten path" or "far from the madding 
crowd." She thought it was a selling point. She was one of those 
glass-half-full types. No wonder, then, that her front door was 
painted a friendly, sunny yellow. 

For the past fifteen minutes that door had been watched by Bree 
Clipping's research assistant, Taeler Natucco, who'd parked up the 
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street and was loitering behind a tree. 

Bree's inquiries about the fake license plate on the fake football 
player's vehicle had taken time to yield results. It wasn't until 
yesterday that she'd been given a name - Jerzy Paczewski. 
According to Bree's source, he was the guy who'd requested the PDF 
plate. 

Bree had other business Saturday morning so she asked Taeler to 
stake out Mr. Paczewski's house and follow him if he went anywhere. 
When Taeler saw four men get into Paczewski's car, he thought he 
might have stumbled onto something big. He should have called 
Bree at that point, but instinct told him to hold off. 

When the car carrying the four men pulled up in front of a dog 
kennel in Shadyside, Taeler knew he was onto something. And now 
he really needed to call Bree, and now he really, really didn't want to. 

Taeler had had enough of sitting at a small desk and using a slow 
computer to do the utterly unsexy grunt work his boss was too busy 
to do. He wanted to be the one who cracked this case. He wanted to 
be the hero. And then he wanted to record a single about his heroic 
exploit. It would be his big break. He'd be the world's first rapping 
detective. He'd call himself Sleuth Doggy Dogg. Or Sherlock 
Homes. Or Tha Private Dick. 

The only problem was: Bree. She'd warned him more than once 
about freelancing. She'd said she'd be happy to teach him everything 
she knew and put him on a path to becoming a detective, but he was 
never, ever to pursue a lead without her express permission. If he 
retrieved the missing dog this morning, she might forgive him - she 
might even promote him. But if he tried and failed, she'd fire his ass. 

Taeler thought about it while he waited for the two guys to exit 
the kennel. Presumably they'd come out carrying the dog. If he 
made his move as soon as they appeared, he could surprise them. 
They were small and old-looking. He was big and young. He still 
remembered everything from his six weeks of karate. He knew he 
could handle them. 

Still, they might resist turning over the dog, and the other two 
guys, the ones in the car, might try to help out. In that case the .38 
Special in Taeler's jacket pocket would come in handy. Not that he 
wanted to use it, not that he'd be dumb enough to use it, but its 
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presence alone could be pretty persuasive. 

This was sounding more and more like a plan. But if it was going 
to work he had to be closer to the kennel. 

He ambled toward the yellow front door, keeping himself out of 
the sight lines of the guys in the car. 

The door opened. Out came the two guys who'd gone in. One of 
them held a pet carrier. 

Taeler started walking toward them briskly. The fact that he wore 
his pants hanging off his ass like any good aspiring rapper slowed 
him down a bit, but that was okay. You had to be you, yo. 

The two men paid no attention to him. He put his hand in his 
pocket and gripped the gun. 

Taeler was a big guy, but the guy who stepped in his path forced 
him to redefine the whole concept of largeness. He blotted out the 
sun. He blotted out everything. Taeler stopped in his tracks. 

"Take your hand out of your pocket, please," the giant said. 

"Yo, why you all up in my grill, bitch?" Taeler snarled. Talking 
tough in tense situations wasn't something he ever planned to do - it 
just kind of happened, the same way he sometimes lapsed into hip 
hop slang. His parents, both professors at Pitt, would have been 
mortified. Or maybe extra mortified was a better way to put it. 

"You look like you're gonna do something dumb," the big man 
said, "and I'm here to talk you out of it." 

"You gonna try, bitch." 

"If you don't take your hand out of your pocket, I'll take it out for 
you." 

"Bitch, you better get outta my way. I'm tryina-" 

Taeler didn't get to say what he was tryina do. The giant grabbed 
his wrist, the one attached to the hand holding the gun, and applied 
enough pressure to make Taeler squeak like a mouse and let go of 
the weapon. 

The giant removed Taeler's hand from his pocket. "I'm gonna let 
go of you in a second, and you're gonna walk away, right?" 

"Uhhhhhh..." 

The colossus lowered an eyebrow at him. "Right?" 

"Yes, sir," Taeler said. 

"Good. Now go." 
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Taeler shuffled off. 

"And pull up your pants," the giant called after him, "ya jagoff." 
Taeler pulled up his pants, which helped him walk faster. A lot 
faster. 


Jerzy's car was a '75 Monte Carlo he'd inherited from his dad, 
who'd bought the thing to celebrate the Steelers' first trip to the 
Super Bowl. Dad had banged into a telephone pole on his way home 
from a bar after the Steelers won the big game. Because of its 
sentimental value he could never bring himself to get that dent fixed. 
When the Steelers won their second Super Bowl Dad put another 
dent in the car, this time more or less on purpose. Long story short, 
there were now six dents to match the six Lombardi Trophies the 
team had won. The last two dents had been put there by Jerzy in 
memory of Dad, whose heart gave out in 1996, shortly after the 
Steelers' first Super Bowl loss. 

Ducky's cell rang shortly after the car pulled out of its spot across 
the street from the kennel. Ducky was up front with Jerzy. Yunko 
and Louis were in the back. The carrier containing Guff sat on 
Yunko's lap. 

"Uh-oh," Ducky said into his cell. 

"What's up?" Yunko said. 

Ducky looked at him, but spoke into the phone. "Tom, I'm gonna 
put you on speaker so everybody can hear. Hold on." 

"Trouble," Ducky told Yunko. "Don't head back to your house," 
Ducky told Jerzy. He pressed a button on his phone and said, "Okay, 
Tom, go ahead." 

Tom explained about his encounter with the kid who'd showed up 
at the kennel. Traveling separately, Tom and Bruno had spotted the 
kid tailing Jerzy. They'd kept an eye on him while Yunko and Louis 
were picking up the dog, and when the kid had tried to make a move 
Tom had stopped him. Meanwhile Bruno had taken steps to prevent 
the kid from pursuing them. 

"Well, it's gotta be the ex-wife, right?" Yunko said. "She must 
have hired somebody to look into the dog's disappearance, and 
somehow they picked up our trail." 
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"One more thing you guys screwed up," Louis said bitterly. 

"So whadda we do?" Ducky said. 

"I don't see how we have any choice but to split up," Yunko said. 
"The kid knows where Jerzy lives, so we can't go back there. We 
need to keep the dog somewhere safe for a couple days, and we need 
to keep Louis somewhere else." 

"Whadda we need him for?" Jerzy complained, scowling at Louis 
in the rearview mirror. 

"He's our in with Jones," Ducky said. 

"Plus if we let him go," Yunko said, "he'll find another way to 
make trouble for us." 

"I see yinz's point," Jerzy conceded. 

"So what's the plan?" Bruno said. 

Making it up as he went, Yunko said, "Ducky and Jerzy will take 
Louis to Ducky's house. That gives us two guys to keep an eye on 
Louis, and it gets Jerzy away from his house, which we know has 
been under surveillance." 

"What about Guff?" Ducky said. 

"I'll keep him at my place," Yunko said. 

"What about your crazy landlady who's always showing up 
unannounced?" Ducky said. 

"I talked to her," Yunko said. "She doesn't do that anymore." 

"She allow pets?" 

"It's only a couple of days," Yunko said. "I can keep him hidden 
that long. Tom can help me, if he wants. I've got plenty of living 
space, and between the two of us we should be able to handle any 
problems that might come up." 

"Fine with me," Tom said. 

"What about me?" Bruno complained over the speaker phone. 

"What about you?" Yunko said. 

"What's my role in all this?" 

"You just lie low. We'll call you if we need you." 

"It sounds more like you just don't want me to stay with you," 
Bruno said. "Which I guess I can understand, but still, it's kind of 
insulting. And don't roll your eyes at me!" 

"I didn't," Yunko lied. 

"What am I supposed to do until we're ready to meet with Jones?" 
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Bruno said. 

"Whatever you want," Yunko said. 

"You're getting the best deal here, I think, Bruno," Ducky said 
soothingly. "The rest of us are gonna be working, basically. You get 
some time off." 

"What if I stay at your place, Ducky?" Bruno said. 

Ducky's eyes widened. "My place?" 

"Doesn't that make more sense? If you're gonna be guarding 
someone around the clock, won't it be easier with three guys instead 
of two?" 

"Well, that is a good point you make there, Bruno." 

"Jesus Christ!" Bruno said. "You don't want me around either! 
Am I that hard to get along with? 

"Don't answer that!" he quickly added. 

Yunko saw that Louis was enjoying this little dust-up, and 
because he actively hated Louis, as opposed to merely intensely 
disliking Bruno, Yunko started speaking before he'd had the good 
sense to bite his tongue. "Listen, Bruno," he said. "You and I have 
butted heads a lot, but we both want the same thing, right? We want 
to deliver the dog and get our money. And we're almost there. After 
all the complications, we're almost at the finish line. So why don’t 
we just put all the petty stuff behind us, okay? Can we do that?" 

"Maybe," Bruno said. 

"I think we can," Yunko said. "I'm willing to try, anyway. So why 
don't you stay with me and Tom?" 

'"Tom and me,"' Bruno said. 

Everybody rolled their eyes, even Louis. 

"Okay," Bruno said. "All right. Sure, I'll do that." 

"Good," Yunko said. "So it's settled." 

"Thanks, Yunko," Bruno said. "I know I can be a little difficult at 
times - don't laugh, Tom! - but I appreciate the gesture you're 
making." 

"No problem," Yunko said. "Now does anybody have any other 
quibbles about the plan? Ducky?" 

"Sounds good to me, Yunk," Ducky said. 

"Jerzy?" 

"She ain't gonna like me bein' away for two days," Jerzy said. 
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"But ya gotta do what ya gotta do, I guess." 

"Tell me about it," Yunko said. "Tom?" 

"No quibbles," Tom said. 

"Bruno?" 

"The plan's okay," Bruno said, "but why'd you ask me last? Is my 
opinion the least valuable?" 

Yunko put his head in his hands. 


After his brief but memorable encounter with the giant, Taeler 
had no intention of trying to tail the guys who'd picked up the dog. 
They'd know to be looking for him now, for one thing. All four of his 
tires had been slashed, for another. 

Shaken, he sat down on a sidewalk bench near his immobilized 
vehicle. His wrist still throbbed from being caught in the monster's 
vise-like grip; his ego hurt even worse. The wrist he knew would feel 
better soon enough. The ego he wasn't so sure about. 

What he should do, he knew, was call Bree and tell her what 
happened. But he wasn't ready yet. He needed time to come up with 
an account of events that would keep him out of trouble. He 
couldn't tell Bree how badly he'd fucked up because surely she'd fire 
him, and if he lost his job Taeler would have little choice but to move 
back into his parents' basement, which flooded annually, reeked of 
cat pee, and worst of all had terrible acoustics. He'd never lay down 
a killer track working in that space. (That his parents might not 
want him in their basement was a possibility Taeler failed to 
consider. So apparently his ego was only bruised, not broken.) 

He needed time, but time was his enemy here too. The longer he 
waited to tell Bree that he'd seen the dog, the less likely it became 
that she could pick up the trail, which was currently white-hot but 
cooling with every passing minute. If Taeler called Bree now, if she 
were able to track down the dog today, then his lapse in judgment 
this morning might be forgiven. But if he called her now he wouldn't 
be able to convincingly explain away the fact that he'd alerted the 
thieves to his presence and let them get away. In other words, he'd 
have to admit he'd been an idiot, and he just wasn't willing to do 
that. (The bruised ego was healing quickly.) 
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Plagued by indecisiveness, Taeler played Crushy Birds on his 
phone. 

Squinting at the device's 3.9-inch screen for 20 minutes straight 
convinced him that he really needed a phone with a 4-inch screen. 
The new iPhone had a 4-inch screen, and there was an Apple Store 
on Walnut Street, just up the block. Taeler went thataway, and with 
him went any chance of his boss catching up to the dog thieves 
thataday. 


"Good to have you back, Mr. Jones," said the driver, who was too 
new to know better. 

"I missed you too," Laughlin Jones sneered. "Now take me home 
and don't say another word unless I ask you to." 

"Yes, sir," the driver said. "Sorry, sir." 

Well that was four words, all unsolicited, so of course Jones had 
to fire the guy. He waited until the driver had put the last piece of 
luggage in the SUV, then handed him a hundred-dollar bill by way of 
severance and sent him on his way. 

Although Jones was opposed, as a matter of principle, to doing 
anything himself that he could pay someone else to do, he didn't 
have the patience to wait for one of his household staff to come out 
to the airport. And so he got behind the wheel of his Mercedes 
Warhammer and drove himself home. 

The distress call from Stately had come in at about 3 p.m. Sydney 
time. Details of the attack were hazy. The caller, whose name 
sounded something like Beefinburger, had been disoriented and 
occasionally incoherent. (So much for German efficiency.) But 
Jones had gotten the gist of things: Somebody had carried out a 
helicopter raid on the estate, and Louis had been abducted. 

Clearly the stooges Louis had hired to steal the dog were more 
resourceful than he'd expected. Clearly the stooge Jones had hired, 
Louis, was less capable than Jones had believed him to be. 

Well, so be it. Now that Jones was in town he’d see to the matter 
personally. He'd get his dog back no matter what it took. 

Thanks to the International Date Line Jones had been able to 
leave Sydney at 6 p.m. and arrive in Pittsburgh shortly after 10 p.m. 
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the very same day. He'd slept as needed on the plane, so despite the 
length of the trip and the IDL weirdness he wasn't tired at all. Now, 
as he rumbled down the Parkway West in the Warhammer, he tried 
to remember the name of a private investigator he'd employed from 
time to time over the years. He was a ruthless guy who never failed 
to deliver. A big, nasty guy who always seemed to be looking for an 
excuse to use excessive force. An ends-justify-the-means kind of 
guy. A Jones kind of guy. 

"Porter, that's his name," Jones said. A nasty smile disfigured his 
face. "Porter will find my dog for me." 
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21 


"Is this normal behavior for a dog?" Yunko said. 

"You're asking me about normal?" Bruno said. 

"Good point. Tom?" 

"Well, I don't think Guff is abnormal, if that's what you mean," 
Tom said. 

"Okay," Yunko said, although the answer wasn't really helpful. 

It was Sunday morning and the three of them were sitting in 
Yunko's living room, having coffee. From this vantage point they 
could see Guff in the bathroom, chewing on the shower curtain. 

After the visit to the kennel yesterday and the conference call that 
immediately followed it, Yunko and Guff had transferred to Tom's 
SUV. 

"I hope Guff isn't a yapper," Bruno said from the passenger seat 
as Yunko slid the pet carrier into the back. "Nothing's more 
annoying than a yapping dog." 

"I don't know about that," Yunko said, and in the rear view mirror 
he saw Tom stifle a grin. 

They went to a pet store to buy everything they'd need to take 
care of the animal for the next couple of days. Then Tom dropped 
Yunko and Guff off in Greenfield so that he and Bruno could visit 
their respective homes and grab everything they'd need during their 
stay. For Tom that meant clothes, bedding and a toothbrush. For 
Bruno it meant practically everything he owned that wasn't furniture 
or an appliance (although he did bring his hypoallergenic toaster). 

By the time the houseguests had returned and set up their 
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quarters in the garage, Yunko was wondering what he'd gotten 
himself into with Guff. The dog didn't want anything, or need 
anything, or, for the most part, do anything - except stare at Yunko. 

He tried giving Guff some kibble. The dog sniffed at the food and 
sneezed on it, then watched Yunko intently while he wiped up the 
mess. 

After that Yunko tried putting out a bowl of fresh water. The dog 
approached the bowl, never breaking eye contact, and emptied his 
bladder into it. 

Finally and against his better judgment Yunko tried playing with 
the animal. He got the rubber hall he'd bought at the pet store and 
threw it. "Get the ball!" Yunko said breathlessly, as if faked 
excitement would produce the real thing in the dog. Instead Guff 
just stood there while the ball bounced once on the floor and a 
second time on his head and then dribbled to a stop. He picked up 
the ball, took it over to the bowl with the pee water, and dropped it 
in there with a splash. And then it was back to the staring. 

Yunko thought he remembered reading something to the effect 
that returning a dog's stare, looking it straight in the eye, was the 
best way to establish your dominance. So he tried that. 

After thirteen eye-watering seconds Guffs dominance had been 
established. 

From that point until Tom and Bruno's arrival, Yunko simply 
ignored the dog. Or tried to. 

Things didn't change much when the other two showed up. Tom 
paid a lot of attention to the dog, which Yunko appreciated, but 
nothing he tried could shake Guff of his staring habit. And Bruno 
was no help at all, of course. He was too busy struggling to feel 
comfortable in his temporary home to do anything about Guff. "I 
don't know how I'm gonna sleep in an unfamiliar space," Bruno 
fretted at one point. "Maybe I should go practice." 

"Practice sleeping?" Yunko said. 

"It might help." 

"You know what, it might," Tom said slyly. 

That got Bruno out of their hair for a little while, but it didn't 
address the problem of Guff. As afternoon turned into evening, the 
strange little dog continued to watch Yunko like a hawk. Tom 
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offered to take Guff down to the garage for the night, but Bruno 
complained that dog dander would wreak havoc on his sinuses. 

"If Guffs downstairs," Bruno told Yunko, "I gotta sleep up here. 
Which do you prefer?" 

The dog stayed upstairs. And Yunko started drinking, in the hope 
it would help him stop thinking about those beady little eyes boring 
holes into him. 

"What is it with you?!" he finally asked the animal, gesturing 
wildly with his fourth or fifth beer. Amber liquid sloshed out of the 
can and splatted on the floor. 

"Christ," Yunko said, reaching for the paper towels. 

When he turned back around Guff was lapping up the spill, his 
little tongue darting in and out of his mouth like a piston. When he 
was done he trotted off to his doggie bed and lay down. 

"Unbelievabable," Yunko slurred. 

That was the end of the staring, for whatever reason. And since 
then things had improved, although Guff hadn't gotten any less 
eccentric. 

"Well, normal or abnormal or whatever," Bruno said to Yunko in 
the living room, "you only have to put up with him for another day or 
two." 

"When you put it that way," Yunko said, "I don’t feel any better at 
all." 


Most of Ducky's Brookline neighbors were retirees, and most of 
them believed, based on the odd hours Ducky kept and his steadfast- 
but-polite unwillingness to confirm or deny that he had a job, let 
alone talk about his work, that he was an undercover cop. 

This came in especially handy on Saturday afternoon, when 
Ducky and Jerzy had to transfer Ray Louis from Ducky's car to 
Ducky's house. In other circumstances the sight of a man with 
bound hands being led into a home by two other men might have 
raised a few eyebrows. But Ducky's neighbors had taken it all in 
stride. 

Things had continued to go smoothly for the captors until about 
eight o'clock Sunday morning, when Ducky walked into kitchen just 
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in time to see Jerzy about to leave for the Steelers game. Now the 
two men, who'd known each other for more than a decade, were 
having their first serious disagreement. 

"I don't know, Jerz," Ducky said. "It just doesn't seem like a good 
idea." 

"This is a dill breaker for me," Jerzy replied, his big brow 
furrowed, his giant jaw jutting. 

"You'd walk away from the deal over this?" Ducky said 
incredulously. "That's a lotta money to give up." 

"Some things are more important than money," Jerzy said. 

Ducky tried another tack. "Listen," he said, "how long you been 
going to the games? Forty years, something like that?" 

"I went to my first Stiller game when I was two days old," Jerzy 
said. "So yeah, forty-some years." 

"How many've you missed in all that time?" 

"Not one," Jerzy said fiercely, "and I ain't gonna start today." 

"But what's so important about today's game?" Ducky said. 

Well that went over like a fart in church. 

"Jerz," Ducky said quickly, placatingly, "I understand where 
you're coming from, I really do. But can't you see these are, 
whatchacall, extenuating circumstances we're dealing with here?" 

"I don't see the problem," Jerzy said. "Louis is dahn the cellar. 
Everything's all secure dahn there. He ain't goin' nowhere. You'll be 
okay watchin' him for a couple ahrs." 

"It's more than a couple hours," Ducky pointed out. "It's a long 
time for there to be only one of us here. What if Louis gets out? 
Think of all the trouble it would cause." 

"He ain't gonna get aht," Jerzy said. 

"Would you at least maybe consider not going to the tailgate 
party?" Ducky said. 

"Are you nuts?" Jerzy said. 

"If you skip the tailgate you don't have to leave here till noon and 
you'll be back by five. I can live with that. Will you consider it?" 

"If I can't go to the tailgate," Jerzy said angrily, "why would I even 
bother goin' to the game?" 

"Work with me here, wouldja, Jerz?" Ducky said. "Couldja make 
some kinda compromise?" 
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"I'm already compromisin'!" Jerzy said, spittle flying from his 
mouth. "The pre-tailgate started an ahr ago!" 


"You'll spend what you have to spend," Jones said to his guest, 
"and you'll let nothing and no one get in your way. Is that clear?" 

"Perfectly," Rickson Porter growled. 

It was nine o'clock Sunday morning and they were in the dim, 
musty office of Jones's Point Breeze home. Jones sat at his massive 
oak desk; Porter stood before it. As in meetings past, Porter had 
declined the offer of a seat with a frown. 

He was a lantern-jawed, flinty-eyed guy, about 60, with a craggy, 
weathered face that suggested he'd seen his share of trouble. His 
broad-shouldered frame was sheathed in a conservative gray suit. A 
charcoal fedora sat snugly on his squarish head. He eyed Jones 
impassively, with an utter lack of deference. Jones was not at all 
used to being regarded this way, and it was only because Porter was 
so very good at his work that Jones tolerated such impudence. 

"Good," Jones said. He handed over a thick file folder. "This is 
everything I know about Ray Louis. Find him and you'll find Guff." 

Porter leaned over to take the folder, allowing Jones to catch sight 
of the Smith & Wesson .500 Magnum holstered under his arm. 

"That's some weapon you have there," Jones said. 

Porter grunted noncommittally. 

Disinterest in small talk was a trait to admire in a man, Jones had 
always thought. But he admired it a lot more when he wasn't the one 
being rebuffed. "Is there anything else you need from me?" he asked 
irritably. 

"What am I to do with this Louis when I find him?" Porter said. 

Jones made a dismissive gesture. "He's exhausted his usefulness 
to me. Once you have the dog I don't care what you do with him. Or 
the thieves, for that matter." 

"With any luck they'll be armed and dangerous," Porter said with 
a glint in his eye and an unpleasant smile on his face. He patted the 
bulge of his weapon with something like affection. "Isn't that right, 
Lulubelle?" he said to the gun. 
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Carrie and Eliza were having brunch in the cafe of Whole Foods 
in East Liberty. Eating at Whole Foods is your way of telling God 
you have too much money. (They don't call it "Whole Paycheck" for 
nothing.) But apparently, in Carrie's case, God was okay with it, 
because she'd been shouting that message for years and she'd only 
gotten wealthier. 

"Here's the thing," Carrie said, between mouthfuls of a twelve- 
dollar omelet the size of a baby's fist. "I want the dog, but I don't 
really want the dog." 

"Basically, you don't want Asshole to have him," Eliza said. 

"Right." 

"But you don't want to have to go back to taking care of him." 

"I don't," Carrie said. "I really don't. So what do we do if we get 
him back?" 

"If we give him to a shelter," Eliza mused, "Asshole could track 
him down and claim him." 

"The pound?" 

"Oh God, no!" Eliza said. "If he goes there and no one claims 
him, he'll be put to sleep." 

"Well, I don't know what else to do about it," Carrie said. 

Eliza pushed an artisan fennel and feta sausage around on her 
plate. "Anyway, we're getting ahead of ourselves. We have to get 
Guff before we can decide what to do with him." 

"And after we get him," Carrie said, "we have to have a parade, of 
course." 

Eliza raised her eyebrows inquisitively. 

"Just a little parade down Beechwood Boulevard. You, me and 
Guff." 

"Right past Asshole's house," Eliza said as it dawned on her. 
"Hah! I love it!" 

"I'm thinking every day for at least a week," Carrie said, smiling 
slyly. There was some very expensive spinach stuck in her teeth. 


At one o'clock Ducky turned on the Steelers game. The national 
anthem was being sung so he took advantage of the opportunity to 
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use the bathroom. He took care of some business, washed his hands, 
dried them thoroughly, brushed his teeth, rinsed his mouth, dried 
his hands again, futzed with his hair and then returned to the living 
room to see that the anthem was almost over. 

Just as Ducky was just settling in on the couch, Ray Louis said, 
"Ducky!" From the sound of the voice, Ducky guessed he must have 
been standing at the top of the cellar steps, right next to the door. 

Ducky muted the TV. "Whaddya need, Ray?" he called. 

"I wanna watch the game too," Louis said. 

"You can listen through the door if you want," Ducky said. 

"Aw, come on," Louis said. "What kinda way to watch the Stillers 
is that?" 

"I can't let you out, Ray. Not gonna happen." 

"Give me some rope," Louis said. "I'll tie myself up and then you 
can let me out." 

"Right," Ducky said. "I'm sure you'll tie yourself up real well." 

"I'm appealing to you as a fan," Louis said. "I'm giving you my 
word I won't try anything funny." 

"Nothing personal, Ray, and I’m not even very strong, but I 
wouldn't trust you as far as I could throw ya." 

Louis didn't say anything. 

"We done, Ray?" 

There was a terrific bang as Louis slammed into the door. Then 
an anguished cry and a whole lot of cursing. 

"Probably should've mentioned," Ducky said, "that that door's 
pretty sturdy." He listened as Louis, grunting and making threats, 
slowly made his way down the cellar steps. 

"FUCK THE STILLERS!" Louis shouted from the depths of the 
basement. "I HOPE THEY LOSE BY A HUNDRED!" 

"Oh now that is low, Ray," Ducky said reproachfully. "Turning on 
your own team? Rooting for New England? That's just too much." 
He clucked his tongue and unmuted the TV. 

"It's a cold, wet, miserable day here in the Steel City," the play-by- 
play announcer intoned as the game returned from a commercial 
break. A shot of the crowd showed fans bundled up in black and 
gold everything. "But you wouldn't know it from the enthusiasm of 
these fans!" 
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"Especially that guy," put in the color commentator as the camera 
settled on a middle-aged man who was drinking from a cup of beer 
with one hand and waving a Terrible Towel with the other. He was a 
burly, hairy guy who looked a little like former coach Bill Cowher, 
and he was naked from the waist up, completely oblivious to the cold 
and rain. It took Ducky a second to recognize his friend. 

"Holy shit!" Ducky said with a laugh. "I've never seen him 
without a jersey on!" 


Bree Clipping knew from family lore (not to mention her own 
experience) that more often than not a case turned on some minor 
thing - a scrap of paper rescued from a wastebasket, a casual 
reference by someone on the fringe of the investigation, a little 
discrepancy in the timeline that proves to be the key to the whole 
business. She broke into Jerzy Paczewski's home that Sunday 
afternoon in the hope of finding just such a minor thing. 

The previous afternoon had been one of the low points of her 
career. First she'd had to fire Taeler. He deserved to be fired, of 
course, but that hadn't made things any easier for Bree. She liked 
Taeler, despite his goofy affectations and delusions of grandeur. He 
was (usually) good at his job. And he was not only her assistant - he 
was a Facebook friend, too. So on top of having to let someone go 
for the first time in her professional life, she also had to unfriend 
him. That was a lot of harshness to deal with in one day. 

And then, of course, due to Taeler's epic fail Bree had lost the trail 
of the dog thieves. Roughly twenty four hours ago she'd been on the 
verge of closing the case; now she was more or less back at square 
one. Which is why she found herself making unlawful entry into 
Jerzy's home. 

She'd been watching the house, on and off, since yesterday. Jerzy 
was nowhere to be seen, of course - in light of yesterday's fiasco, he 
had to know the place was under surveillance - but his wife was 
home, and Bree waited patiently for her to go somewhere. When 
that happened, shortly after four o'clock, Bree went to work. 
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"I don't give this number out," Jones said into his cell. "How did 
you get it?" 

"Let's just say," the young man's voice on the other end said, "that 
information is my area of expertise." 

The brashness of the voice and its supremely self-satisfied tone 
triggered something in Jones, something that kept him from simply 
hanging up. It might have been that he heard a little of himself in 
that voice - the young man he'd been many decades ago. Or maybe 
the unexpectedness of the call, its element of mystery, intrigued him. 
Or it could have been that he was bored. In any event, what he said 
was, "You have my attention - briefly." 

"Mister Jones, my name is Daniel Pinking," the young man said, 
"and speaking of information, I have some that I'm sure you'll find 
useful." 

"Right," Jones said, "and you'll be happy to turn it over to me for 
a price to be determined." 

"This isn't about money," Pinking cautioned. "I have plenty of 
that. But there are some data I'd like to obtain from you in 
exchange for-" 

Jones sighed impatiently. "How utterly unoriginal. I thought you 
had something interesting to say." 

"I do," Pinking insisted. 

"Do you know how many times a day I get offers like this?" Jones 
said. "People seem to think I'll spend my money or, in your case, my 
data, on any old thing, just because I have so much of it. Well, it's 
true. But what people can never seem to grasp is that I'm the 
hunter, not the prey. Nobody sells me anything. Nobody exchanges 
things with me. I see what I want and I take it. That's the only way 
it works. Now throw away my number and don't ever waste my time 
again." Jones pulled the phone away from his ear and aimed his 
finger at the button with the big red X on it. 

"So you don't care about Guff," Pinking said quickly. 

Jones put the phone back to his ear. "Say that again," he said. 


Bree caught her second big break when she found, in Jerzy's 
kitchen, next to the phone, a list of important numbers written in a 
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female hand. One of the numbers was labeled "Jerzy's cell." Bree 
entered the number into her own cell. 

She exited the house, got on her Scoot and zipped over to her 
office in Bakery Square. 

Bree's first big break had actually occurred a few hours earlier, 
although it didn't manifest itself until now. When Jerzy left Ducky's 
house for the Steelers game he neglected to turn off his cell. That 
made it possible for Bree to fix his real-time location using the very 
same app Bruno had employed to find Ray Louis. 

Bree found it curious, to say the least, that Jerzy, who knew 
someone was looking for him, was spending his Sunday afternoon at 
a football game. Shouldn't he have been lying low? 

Then again, who would have thought to look for him at the 
stadium? Who could have picked him out among 64,000 raving 
fans? 

Whether the guy was an idiot or a genius, Bree knew one thing: 
He couldn't possibly have the dog with him. So for the time being 
there was nothing to do. She had to wait and see where Jerzy went 
after the game. That was where she'd find Guff. 


Rickson Porter was giving Lulubelle a thorough and much needed 
cleaning and oiling when his cell rang. Not one to be interrupted 
during his devotions, Porter let the call go to voice mail and dialed 
Jones back a few minutes later. 

"I have important information for you," Jones said eagerly. 

"Go ahead," Porter said. 

"This will speed up your investigation considerably," Jones said. 

"I'm listening," Porter said. 

"You'll thank me," Jones said. 

"I may well do that," Porter said, "once I've heard what you have 
to say." 

Jones was too excited to be put off by Porter's sarcasm. "I know 
who organized the attack on Stately," he said, "which means I know 
who kidnapped Louis. Find this man and you'll find my dog." 

"And the name?" Porter said, appreciating the way Lulubelle 
gleamed now that she was clean. 
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"Walter Simka," Jones said. He added, with a scoff, "Apparently 
people call him 'Ducky.'" 
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22 


When Ducky padded into his living room at 7 a.m. the next day, 
Jerzy was on the couch, watching TV and polishing off the last few 
chicken wings from yesterday's dinner. 

"Morning," Ducky said through a yawn. 

"Mornin'." 

Ducky stared at the TV, trying to make sense of what he was 
seeing. "Is that the NFL draft?" 

Jerzy nodded, chewing. 

"In the middle of the season?" Ducky said. "I thought it was in 
April." 

"Replay of last year's draft," Jerzy explained. 

"Kind of a strange thing to watch, isn't it?" Ducky said. "You 
already know who got picked, don'tcha?" 

"Ain't no games on," Jerzy said with a shrug. "What else am I 
supposed to watch?" He grabbed another chicken wing from the 
Styrofoam clamshell, then waggled it at Ducky. "Ya hungry?" 

"Not for that. Have you checked on Louis?" 

"He's fine. You wanna bring him up?" 

"Let me go get coffee first," Ducky said. "You want a bagel or a 
muffin or something while I'm out?" 

"Nah," Jerzy said, tossing a bone back into the clamshell. "She's 
been givin' me hell abaht my weight." 


Louis's time in captivity had not been restful. Ducky's basement 
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was cool and damp and dark even with the lights on. The only piece 
of furniture was a rickety cot. The toilet gurgled for an hour after 
every flush. The water heater made ominous noises at odd intervals. 
And there was almost certainly a mouse, or family of mice, lurking 
about. 

But what really gnawed at him, as he sat brooding on the cot, was 
the fact that he'd been outplayed by a group of small-timers. During 
his political career Louis had run this kind of scheme time and time 
again: Find somebody to do your dirty work for you, drop them at 
just the right moment, and then enjoy the fruits of their labor. By all 
rights, it should have worked again. 

Louis had no doubt he'd chosen well when he recruited Ducky to 
lead the crew. Ducky was smart enough to get the job done but not 
smart enough to see through Louis until it was too late. 

What Louis couldn't have known about, of course, was Ducky's 
buddy. Mr. Personality. Yunko. 

Looking back, it was painfully obvious to Louis that he'd misread 
Yunko, underestimated him, failed to recognize him for what he was 
- trouble. And now, because of that, he was stuck in this damn dirty 
base- 

The door at the top of the stairs squeaked open. "Louis!" Ducky 
called down. 

"What?" 

"Coffee?" 

Louis's mind raced. If Ducky went out, that left only the yinzer to 
deal with. Much better odds. He didn't have a plan, but this might 
be an opportunity. "Sure!" he called up. 

"I forget how you take it," Ducky said. 

"Black and bitter, like my life," Louis said. 


At his neighborhood BMTP ("Bread, Milk, Toilet Paper"), just a 
few minutes' walk from the house, Ducky strolled past refrigerator 
cases full of energy drinks and shelves stocked with energy bars and 
an end cap display featuring bottles of energy pills. The packaging 
for this batch of products involved Day-Glo colors and pictures of 
lightning bolts and many creative uses of the letters X and Z. To 
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purchase any of it you probably had to present ID to prove you were 
under 30. 

Shaking his head at what kids were putting into their bodies these 
days, Ducky made a beeline for the coffee station. 

Several minutes later, balancing three coffees in a cardboard 
beverage container in one hand and a box of muffins in the other, 
and carrying a maple bacon pretzel donut in his mouth, Ducky 
bumped open the glass door with his rear end and backed his way 
out of the store. 

Moving carefully, wishing he'd asked for a bag for the muffins, 
fighting the urge to bite down on the donut to get at the Slovenian 
cream inside (it had pieces of sausage in it), he made his way around 
the corner of the building. 

He heard the car before he saw it. Tires squealed and a big, old, 
loud engine labored mightily. Ducky turned and saw a pitch-black 
Cadillac, one of the really old ones with a front end like the prow of a 
battleship, headed right for him. 


"The big question for Pittsburgh," said the talking suit on TV, "is 
should they take a running back or an offensive lineman?" 

"O line," Jerzy said, staring hard at the screen. "Especially after 
that mess yesterday." The Steelers had only won by seven, which 
was about the same as a loss as far as Jerzy was concerned. And it 
was all the O line's fault. 

"What do you think, Coach?" the talking suit said to another 
talking suit. 

"Well if there's anything I learned from coaching in the National 
Football League," said Coach, "it's that in the National Football 
League draft the most important thing you have to do is make sure 
you take a football player. Somebody who knows how to play the 
game of football." 

"Damn right," Jerzy said. 

"Hey!" came Louis' voice from the basement. Jerzy's eyes darted 
toward the locked door. It was locked, right? Right. 

"And not only that," Coach went on, "but you have to make sure 
you get someone who can play the game of football at the National 
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Football League level of the game of football." 

"Hey!" Louis said again. Despite the shouting he sounded weak, 
faint. 

Jerzy muted the TV. "Whaddya want?!" he snapped. "I'm busy." 

"Need help!" Louis said. 

"How dumb d'ya think I am?!" Jerzy said. "You ain't foolin' me!" 

He unmuted the TV. The Steelers only had twelve more minutes 
to decide who they were going to pick. The suspense was growing. 

"Please!" Louis cried, and then there was a tremendous crash 
from somewhere in the basement. 

Jerzy looked at the cellar door, then he looked at the television - 
the Steelers were down to eleven and a half minutes - and then he 
looked at the door again. 

Cursing under his breath, he turned off the TV and tromped over 
to the door. "Louis!" he said through the door. 

A faint moaning could be heard down there. 

"Oh fer cryin’ aht lahd," Jerzy said. He reached for the doorknob, 
reconsidered, and then went to the kitchen in search of a weapon. 

Unfortunately, Ducky wasn't much for utensils. Wielding a 
plastic spork, Jerzy unlocked the basement door and pushed it open. 

It was dark down there, but Jerzy could see Louis crumpled in a 
heap at the foot of the stairs. 

Alarmed and distracted, Jerzy reached for the light switch and 
stepped down into the cellar at the same time. He flicked the switch 
but nothing happened. Then his leading foot came down on what 
should have been a nice, flat, solid step but was instead something 
uneven and unstable. He lost his balance and pitched forward into 
the dark. 


Ducky froze as the Cadillac closed in on him. His jaw dropped 
open and the donut fell to the ground. 

It occurred to him this would be a pretty strange way to die — 
standing behind a convenience store with his hands full of coffee and 
muffins. It was hardly the worst death he could imagine, but still, it 
promised to be awfully...awful. And painful. And, you know, death¬ 
like. 
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Thoughts of friends and loved ones may have flashed through his 
mind, but if so, Ducky didn't notice. Oddly enough, the only thing 
occupying his brain at that critical moment was a snatch of his 
favorite polka: 

In Heaven, there is no beer 
That's why we drink it here... 

Which took on a new and sobering meaning when you were 
staring your own mortality in the face. 

But, never mind. The car stopped with a few inches to spare. 

Ducky said a quick and silent prayer of thanks, then made a few 
promises to God he would almost certainly never keep. (He'd been 
down this road before with God, so it was all good. He hoped.) 

The Cadillac's engine was turned off. The Cadillac's door was 
opened. The Cadillac's driver took his time getting out. 

Ducky thought about making a run for it, but in the end he didn't 
budge. Now that he’d escaped death, other worries more or less 
paled in comparison. Plus he was genuinely curious about the man 
getting out of the vehicle. 

Ducky knew he wasn't a cop — not in this rig, he wasn't. Ducky 
doubted he was an enemy, because Ducky didn't have enemies — 
unless you counted Ray Louis, but there was no way Ray could have 
gotten out of the basement, found this car and tracked Ducky down 
in the few minutes since he'd left the house. 

If the guy wasn't a cop and he wasn't an enemy, how much of a 
threat could he be? Ducky figured he might as well stick around. 

The man who got out of the Caddy was big and burly and gray. 
Gray suit, gray hair mostly covered by his dark-gray hat, gray skin 
stretched over his foreboding face. 

"For a career criminal," the man said, "you're awfully easy to find, 
Simka." 

Ducky shrugged. 

The man stepped forward, smashing the donut under one scuffed 
black shoe. Slovenian cream splurted out in all directions. 

"Since now you owe me breakfast," Ducky said, "do you wanna 
tell me who you are and what you want?" 
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"Porter's the name. I'm the man you're going to give the dog to." 

"Oh really?" Ducky said. "What dog would we be talking about?" 

"Jones's dog," Porter said. 

"Doesn't ring a bell," Ducky said. 

"Oh yeah?" Porter opened his suit jacket just enough to reveal a 
very large handgun holstered under his armpit. "Maybe I'll have to 
ask Lulubelle here to jog your memory." 

"Maybe so," Ducky said, and then he shoved the cardboard 
beverage carrier, and its complement of three tall cups of extremely 
hot coffee, right up at Porter's ugly mug. 


Jerzy managed to get a brief grip on one of the bannisters, which 
slowed his fall somewhat and probably saved him from serious 
injury. Even so it was a bumpy ride to the bottom of the stairs, full 
of "Oof!"s and "Ow!"s. 

As Jerzy came tumbling down Louis rolled out of the way, sprang 
to his feet, and waited for the right moment. When it came, he 
vaulted over Jerzy and scrambled up the steps. He kept his hands on 
the bannisters and his eyes down. The last thing he needed was to 
trip over one of the same hazards that had gotten Jerzy. 

Louis's captors had done a thorough job of removing potential 
weapons from the basement, but they hadn't realized Louis's 
greatest weapons would always be his devious mind and his sharply 
honed survival instincts. Removing the bulb from the stairway light, 
knocking over shelves to get Jerzy's attention, booby trapping the 
steps with rolls of toilet paper — Louis was pretty damn proud of this 
scheme. It was kind of clever, if he did think so himself. More to the 
point, it had worked. 

And now, as he exited the basement and locked the door behind 
him, there was only one stooge left to deal with, and Ducky had no 
idea what he'd be walking into when he got back. Louis liked his 
chances. 

If he could get hold of some kind of weapon he would love his 
chances. 

He thought he remembered seeing something the first time they 
brought him into the house. A quick trip to the front room 
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confirmed it. Tucked in a corner by the door was an aluminum bat. 

Louis picked it up and hefted it. Light enough to swing hard, 
strong enough to do real damage. Beautiful. 

Ducky would be back very soon. Louis had to be ready. He 
envisioned the other man coming in the door, passing through the 
front room (and of course he wouldn't notice the bat missing) and 
entering the kitchen. His hands would be full and he’d be looking 
for Jerzy. Louis would be waiting behind the refrigerator. 

Then it would be time to play ball. Hardball. 

Louis stationed himself in his hiding place. He imagined jabbing 
Ducky in the ribs with the bat. Or maybe he'd start with the throat. 

He was feeling pretty good about things until he heard the floor 
creak in the living room. Behind him. 


The drink carrier in Ducky's hand wasn’t especially heavy, not 
even with three cups of coffee in it. But it was awkwardly balanced 
on his palm, so he couldn't really throw it at Porter. It was the best 
Ducky could do to kind of push the tray in the p.i.'s general 
direction. 

But he pushed it as hard as he could, which meant that Porter 
suddenly had his hands full. While the big man fumbled with the 
tray, trying to keep himself from getting scalded, Ducky threw the 
box of muffins at his head. That was a lot easier than throwing the 
cardboard carrier, and Ducky's aim was pretty good. 

Porter tried to duck the muffins, but the box clipped him on the 
jaw anyway. What was worse, the box glanced off his jaw and 
collided with the drink carrier in his arms. This dislodged the lid of 
one of the coffees, and steaming java spilled on Porter's torso. He 
grunted and dropped everything he was carrying. The box of 
muffins tumbled harmlessly away, but the other two coffees emptied 
themselves onto Porter's legs and feet. 

Ducky had bought himself some time, but not as much as he 
needed. Before he could get anywhere Porter grabbed him, and half 
a second later Ducky had all the air punched right out of him. 
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From his spot next to the fridge Louis whirled around toward the 
noise he'd just heard behind him, bringing the bat up and swinging 
it as hard as he could. The bat whooshed through a lot of empty 
space and slammed into the living room wall. 

There was a tremendous metallic whanging noise, like a lesser 
version of Thor's hammer might have made. The shock of the 
impact traveled like lightning from the business end of the bat to the 
handle, rattling Louis's hands and costing him his grip on the 
weapon. It clattered to the hardwood floor. 

Then Louis felt something like a bee sting on his neck — times 
fifty. 

An f-bomb tumbled from his mouth as his legs gave out. He hit 
the floor hard but remained conscious. 

A figure loomed over him. A female figure. She looked somewhat 
elfin, and she was young enough and hot enough to be his third wife. 

"Sorry about that," the cute elf said, still pointing the Taser at 
him. "But I had to defend myself." 

Louis couldn't quite form a sentence yet. "Yug..." he managed. 

"My name is Bree Clipping," the woman said, "and I need you to 
tell me where Guff is." 


"That's for ruining my suit and shoes," Porter said, as Ducky, 
doubled over, clutched his midsection and gasped. 

"You're lucky I didn't get seriously burned," Porter added. 

"Can't...win 'em all," Ducky sputtered. 

"Look, Simka," Porter said, "I don't really have a beef with you. 
Tell me where the dog is and you'll never see me again." 

"You know what?" Ducky said, straightening up. "I'm not feeling 
too... cooperative right now." 

"I'm gonna tell you the God's honest," Porter said, getting in 
Ducky's face. "This can only go two ways for you: Badly or very 
badly." 

"You gonna kick my ass?" Ducky said. "Right here in the alley, 
where someone could come along any second?" 

"No," Porter said. "I'm gonna give you a ride back to your house 
so you and me and your buddy can put our heads together and work 
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something out." His thin lips formed an unfriendly grin. "I'll start 
by putting you and your buddy's heads together. That's always fun." 

"I'm not going anywhere with you." 

Porter was on Ducky in a flash, slamming him up against the car. 
"If you don't get in," Porter said, "I'm going to kick you so hard in the 
kneecap that for the next six months you'll wish I'd just beaten you 
to a pulp." 

"Well, you make a persuasive case," Ducky said. 

Half a minute later, as the Caddy exited the alley, he turned to 
Porter and said, "You know, you're the second guy in a week to 
threaten my kneecap. What's up with that?" 


"You don't have to keep pointing that thing at me," Louis told 
Bree. "I'm not gonna do anything stupid." 

"Anything else, you mean," Bree said. 

"Right, right," Louis said impatiently. He felt a lot better, but he 
was still on the floor where he'd fallen when Bree tased him. Sitting 
up, not lying down, for whatever that was worth. But she was still 
pointing the damned Taser at him and in her other hand she held 
the bat he'd swung at her. 

"I'll say it again if you want," Louis said. "I'm sorry. I wasn't 
trying to hurt you. I thought you were someone else." 

"Nice to hear," Bree said, "but what good would that have done 
me if I hadn't ducked?" 

"What-ifs are useless," Louis said. "Who are you working for? 
Maybe we can help each other." 

"I don't need your help," Bree said. 

"So you think somebody's gonna just give you the dog?" Louis 
asked. 

"You never know," Bree said with a smile. 

She really was something to look at. Tough and cute — not a bad 
combination. Louis found himself wishing they could've met in 
different circumstances. Like a time when he wasn't looking for an 
opportunity to knock her out. 

"I can't imagine Jones hired you," he mused, temporizing. 
"You're not his style at all. So it was Miz Furness, wasn't it? Don't 
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bother being coy — it had to be her. She's the only other possibility." 

"If you get any closer to me," Bree said, "I'm gonna tase you again 
and hit you with this." She brandished the bat like a war club. 

Louis scooted back to where he'd started. 

"Where's Mister Pazooski?" Bree asked. 

"Paczewski," Louis corrected. 

"Where is he?" 

They heard the front doorknob turning. "Get up," Bree told 
Louis, jabbing the Taser at him for emphasis. 

Louis lumbered to his feet, partly because he was still sore from 
being tased and partly because he was still sore about being tased. 
He regarded his captor coolly. He could see how her cuteness would 
start to grate on him after a while. 

He heard footsteps behind him and half-turned toward the 
kitchen. 

And there was Ducky in the kitchen doorway, moving carefully, 
looking a bit on-edge. "Honey, I'm home," he said mirthlessly. 

Louis turned all the way around and stood facing the other man. 
From behind him Bree warned, "Keep your hands where I can see 
them." 

Louis obliged her with a half-assed version of the "hands-up" 
gesture. He took a certain dark satisfaction in the look of surprise 
that appeared on Ducky's face after he caught sight of Bree. 

"Who's she?" Ducky said. "Where's Jerz?" 

"She is here for the dog," Bree said. "She doesn't know anything 
about your friend." 

All at once Ducky stumbled forward into the kitchen, as if he'd 
been pushed. Which, of course, he had. 

Porter appeared in the doorway, big and grim and gray-faced as 
ever, the Magnum filling his hand. The coffee stains on his suit had 
faded a bit. 

Porter scanned his surroundings until he saw Bree. His eyes 
narrowed and his customary grimace became a full-blown frown. 
"What are you doing here?" he asked her. 

Bree inhaled sharply, then produced a frown of her own. And just 
like that, for Ducky and Louis, the resemblance registered. 

"Really, Dad?" Bree said. 
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So there they stood: Porter in the kitchen, his gun trained on 
Ducky, and Bree in the living room, her Taser aimed at Louis. 

"I should have known this would happen sooner or later," Porter 
said. 

"It could have been avoided," Bree said. "We could have been 
partners, not competitors." 

"I never coddled you when you were young," Porter said, "and I'm 
not about to start now." 

"Who said anything about coddling, Dad? I just wanted to work 
with you." 

"If I'd brought you in to my agency you'd never have found out if 
you were good enough to make it on your own." 

"Any chance I could sit down?" Ducky said. "I'm thinking we 
might be here awhile." 

"Shut up," Porter said. 

"Please," Bree added, glaring at her father. 

"We'll save this discussion for another time," Porter said. "Let's 
focus on the matter at hand." 

"Well that oughta be interesting," Louis said impishly, "since 
you're working for opposing sides." 

"Be quiet," Bree told him. 

"Please," Porter added dryly. 

"But really, Dad," Bree said, "how does this work?" 

"Good question," Louis said. 

Porter and Bree opened their mouths to speak - and then closed 
them just as quickly, at the sound of footsteps coming from the 
cellar. 

The sound got louder with each step until it stopped. The 
doorknob rattled. 

"Hey!" Jerzy called. "Open up!" 


As soon as he heard Jerzy's voice from behind the cellar door, 
Ducky started in that direction. Almost as quickly, he stopped. 

"Stay put," Porter said, laying his free hand on Ducky's shoulder. 
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"Somebody has to let him out," Ducky complained. 

"Is that Pazoo- Paczewski?" Bree said. 

"Right where I left him," Louis said smugly. 

"I hear you out there," Jerzy said, rattling the doorknob. "Can 
someone please open the door?" 

"Jerzy, it's me!" Ducky said. "Gimme a minute and I'll let you 
out!" 

"Hurry up, will you?" Jerzy said. "It's dark in here and my head 
hurts." 

Ducky could feel Louis gloating in his direction. He refused to 
make eye contact. 

"We don’t need another variable," Porter said. "He stays in the 
cellar." 

Anguish played out on Bree's face. "I have a real issue with that, 
Dad," she said. "I don't think it's fair to him at all." 

"Since when does fair-" Porter began. 

"But I have to agree with you," Bree continued. "He can't come 
out until somebody tells us where the dog is." 

Porter's grip on Ducky's shoulder loosened. "Smart choice," he 
said to Bree, with what could have passed for warmth. 

The young woman's face lit up. She lowered the Taser. "Thanks," 
she said. Then she caught herself and jerked the Taser back up until 
it was pointed at Louis's face. He flinched. 

"What's going on out there?" Jerzy said. "Who are all of you?" 

"Wait a minute, wait a minute," Ducky said, shrugging off Porter's 
hand. "Something's not-" He looked at Louis, realization dawning, 
then pitched his voice toward the cellar. "Hey, Jerz," he said, "bear 
with me a minute, will ya? I gotta ask you something. Who's your 
favorite team?" 

"The Steelers." 

"Say that again?" 

"The Steelers." 

"What's that stuff kids like to drink out of a can?" 

"IC Light." 

"Little kids, Jerz." 

"You mean soda?" 

"I thought it was pop." 
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"Some people say pop, I say soda," Jerzy said. "What's all this 
about, anyway?" 

"Just one more question, Jerz. Your wife comes home from work 
and the place is a pig sty. What's the first thing she's gonna say to 
you?" 

"What kind of question is that? I'm not even married!" 

"Oh hoy," Ducky said. (The answer he'd been hoping to get was 
something like "This hahs needs redd up.") 

"Can I come out now?" Jerzy said. 

"What the hell are you playing at?" Porter demanded of Ducky. 

"I'm no doctor," Ducky said, "but I think my buddy has a 
concussion. He's definitely not himself right now. He used to talk 
like a real Pittsburgher, and suddenly he doesn't." He dropped his 
voice. "And he doesn't remember his wife." 

"A concussion?" Jerzy said. "How'd that happen?" 

"Nice try," Porter said to Ducky, "but I don't buy it. You're 
working an angle." 

"I'm a thief, not a liar," Ducky said. Off the looks he got he 
quickly added, "I mean, of course, I have to lie sometimes, when I'm 
working. But this isn't business, it's personal. I'm worried about my 
buddy." 

"Even if I believed you," Porter said, "which I don't, I don't care. 
Your friend isn't what I'm after." 

"Dad," Bree said, with a concerned look on her face. 

"Bree, this isn't the time," Porter warned. "I have a job to do." 

"So do I," Bree said. "But I was at that man's house earlier today" 
- she lowered her voice - "and I saw his wife." Her voice returned to 
normal. "I think Simka's right, I think Paczewski needs medical 
attention." 

"I just want to get out of this basement," Jerzy said. 

"He's gonna have to wait," Porter said with finality. 

"Actually," Louis said, "maybe not." 

Everybody looked at him. 

"Why not?" Jerzy said. 

"The truth is," Louis said, eyeing Ducky, "I heard those two 
talking, and Paczewski is the only one who knows where the dog is." 

"What dog?" Jerzy said. 
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"You want the dog, you'll have to let him out," Louis said. 

"Ray-" Ducky said. 

"You're a better liar than Simka," Porter told Louis, "but you're 
still a liar." 

"I agree," Bree said. "Whatever you're up to," she started to tell 
Louis, and that's when he sprang at her. 


It shouldn't have worked, which is maybe why it did. Bree was so 
intent on telling Louis that she knew he was up to something that 
she let her guard down just a tad, and that was enough. 

For one thing, from the moment Ducky and Porter arrived on the 
scene, Louis had been creeping closer to Bree, millimeter by 
millimeter. He'd taken his time with it, and he'd taken full 
advantage of her distraction. In the end, it was only a matter of a 
couple inches, but every little bit helped. 

It also helped that Louis had the memory of the Taser's bite still 
fresh in his mind and on his skin. Call it lust for revenge or call it 
desperation - maybe it was some of both - but when he did make 
the move he had a little more spring in his step than anyone would 
have expected from a guy his age. 

Most important, instead of going straight for the Taser, which 
was the expected choice, Louis dove at Bree's legs. She reacted in 
plenty of time to zap him again, but she aimed at where she thought 
he'd be, not where he was actually headed. 

Louis plowed into Bree's shins. She tried to club him with the 
Taser, hut could only manage a glancing blow. She lost her grip on 
the bat. She and Louis went down. 

Porter shoved Ducky aside and rushed forward to help his 
daughter. His feet got tangled up with Ducky's and he stumbled, 
falling heavily to one knee. 

Ducky grabbed a skillet off the stove and raised it over his head. 
Then he saw the barrel of the gun and he put the skillet down. 

Porter got to his feet with a grunt. His gun remained trained on 
Ducky but his eyes went to the living room. 

Louis struggled to his feet. Bree struggled with him. He was 
behind her, and his arm was around her neck, and she was breathing 
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but he was making her work for it. 

They all stood like that for a moment, eyeing each other, panting. 

"Am I ever going to get out of this cellar?" Jerzy said. 

"Gun on the floor," Louis said. 

Porter opened his mouth. 

"Now," Louis said. 

"What would you do?" Porter asked Bree. 

"I'd call his bluff," she said. 

Porter smiled. "Atta girl," he said. But he put the gun on the 
floor. 

"Kick it to me," Louis said. 

"I'm very sorry about this, Lulubelle," Porter said. He put the 
Magnum on the floor and nudged it over to Louis. 

"Now take three steps back," Louis said. 

In the middle of Porter's third step, Louis shoved Bree toward 
him. As she stumbled into the kitchen, Porter caught her and helped 
her gain her balance. 

Meanwhile Louis snatched up the gun and aimed it at them. 

"Let's rush him," Porter said. "He can't shoot all of us at once." 

"The only person I'll shoot is her," Louis said. 

"What a guy," Ducky said. 

"Car keys," Louis said to Bree and Porter. "Toss 'em here, both of 
you." 

Porter produced a ring of keys to rival a high school janitor's. He 
underhanded them to Louis. 

"I don't have keys," Bree said, holding up her smart phone. "I 
have an app." 

"Whatever. Throw it here." 

"This phone is my life," Bree said. 

"Some life," Louis said. 

"Don't drop it," Bree said. 

"Just give me the fuckin' thing," Louis said. 

With a pouty sigh, she did. 

"You," Louis instructed Ducky, "go find some rope." 

Ducky didn't have any rope. A leather belt and a pair of six-foot 
extension cords would have to do. 

Porter was made to sit in a high-backed chair with his hands 
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behind him. While Louis held the gun on Bree, Ducky tied Porter's 
hands to the chair. The he tied up Bree in similar fashion. 

"I don't know how long those knots will hold," Ducky said. "I was 
never much of a Boy Scout. Got kicked out for stealing." 

"We don't need forever," Louis said. "Just a head start." 

"Why do you think I'm gonna take you to the dog?" Ducky asked. 

"Because I'm just desperate enough to hurt you if you won't," 
Louis said. "Now get on the floor, face down, with your hands 
behind your back." 

Louis tied Ducky's hands, then helped him to his feet and 
prodded him toward the door. 

"What about Jerzy?" Ducky said. 

"Yeah, what about me?" Jerzy piped up from behind the cellar 
door. 

"Not his lucky day," Louis said. "Let's go." He grabbed Ducky's 
car keys from a bowl near the door. 

"I'm really sorry about this, Jerz," Ducky said as he was herded 
out. "My hands are tied." 


The Pangloss was parked right out front. Smoothly, casually, as if 
he did this sort of thing all the time, Louis led Ducky to the vehicle 
and pushed him into the back seat. Then he got behind the wheel. 
"Where?" Louis said. 

"Greenfield," Ducky said in resignation. 

Louis started the car and took off down the street. 
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23 


"I think the dog is autistic," Yunko said. 

"Can dogs be autistic?" Bruno asked. 

"I'm saying yes," Yunko replied. "Based on my observations of 
this dog and an article about regular autism, you know, people 
autism, that I read at the dentist's office." 

"When?" Bruno said. 

Yunko did some figuring in his head. "2003." 

"How can you even remember back that far?" Tom asked. 

"It was the last time I went to the dentist." 

"Ugh," Bruno said, sliding his chair a little further from Yunko's. 

"I think Guff is just misunderstood," Tom said. 

"I definitely don't understand him," Yunko admitted. 

"He's been through a lot, you know," Tom said. "Uprooted from 
his home, passed from one stranger to another. He's probably 
suffering post-traumatic stress disorder." 

"Like soldiers do," Yunko said. 

"Yeah." 

"From fighting wars." 

"What's your point?" Tom asked testily. 

Cowed by the prospect of getting on the bad side of all that 
humanity, Yunko said "I'm not sure I have one" and didn't pursue 
the matter any further. 

"We could look it up," Bruno said. 

"What?" Yunko said. 

"Canine autism." 
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Tom shot Bruno a look. 

"Or canine PTSD," Bruno added quickly. "Either way, there's 
bound to be information online." 

"Sure," Yunko said, "and some of it might even be true." 

It was about 7:30 Monday morning. The three of them were 
sitting in the living room of Yunko's apartment. They were all 
looking at Guff, who was off in a corner, staring at a spot on the wall. 
There was no spot, really - no food stain, no chip in the paint, no 
scuff mark - but Guff had been staring at the same part of the wall 
for half an hour. He'd barked at it, once. His bark was as weird as 
the rest of him. If Froggy from The Little Rascals married a 
Munchkin from The Wizard of Oz, their baby's voice would have 
sounded something like Guffs bark. 

"Should we call Ducky?" Yunko said. 

"He was gonna call us," Bruno pointed out. "Right after Louis 
talked to Jones, Ducky was gonna call us." 

"No harm in calling, though, right? See where things stand?" 

"No harm in not calling, either," Bruno said. "In fact, what if we 
were to call them right when Louis had Jones on the line? And then 
Louis would hear that 'call waiting' beep and he wouldn't know 
whether to answer it or not, because it could be something stupid, 
like a telemarketer or a relative, or it could be us calling, with some 
kind of important information Louis might need while he's dealing 
with Jones. So then Louis is all confused and distracted, and the 
whole deal for the dog falls through. All because we called them 
instead of waiting for them to call us, like we agreed." 

"He has a point there," Tom said. 

"He has many of them," Yunko said. He got up. "I think I'll take 
a walk." 

"Take Guff with you," Tom said. 

"Guffs already has his morning walk," Yunko said. "Plus this is 
around the time the landlady usually heads out for the day." 

"She's already gone," Tom said. "I saw her. And you can never 
walk a dog too much." 

"Well, technically you could," Bruno said, "if you were some kind 
of sadist and..." 

Yunko didn't want to stick around for the rest of that. He went to 
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the kitchen and grabbed his cell off the counter. Then he went to the 
front room and slipped on his shoes. 

When he looked up from his feet there was Guff, eyeing him 
expectantly. 

"See?" Tom said, standing in the living room doorway. "He does 
wanna go out." 

Nothing could ever be subtle about Tom, but he made a show of 
leaning toward Yunko and lowering his voice when he added, "I 
think Bruno's weird worst-case scenario freaked him out." 

"He couldn't possibly have understood what I was saying," Bruno 
called from the living room. 

"He picked up on your aggressive tone," Tom called back. 

"If he's autistic," Bruno said, "he wouldn't pay any attention to 
that kind of thing." 

"He's not autistic," Tom said, his voice rising. "He's traumatized." 

Yunko grabbed the leash and knelt down next to the dog. "Come 
on," he said, "if you know what's good for you." 


Working together, chair-back to chair-back, Porter and Bree freed 
themselves in a few minutes. 

What they'd been through hardly qualified as an ordeal to Porter, 
but for Bree it was the first time she'd used the Taser, the first time 
someone had threatened to shoot her, the first time she'd been 
assaulted and tied up. As her father unknotted the belt around her 
wrists, she found herself getting emotional. 

The second her hands were free Bree stood up and gave Porter a 
hug. He made a face and reluctantly put his arms around her. 

"I know you're not a hugger, Dad," Bree said, pulling away. 

"Not since the war," Porter acknowledged stonily. 

"You know," Bree said, "I became a p.i. because of you. I don't 
ever want to have to work against you." 

Porter looked at his feet. "Sometimes your old man is nothing 
but an old fool," he said. "I should have brought you into the agency 
from the get-go." 

"You'll never have to worry about me riding your coat-tails," Bree 
said resolutely. 
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"I know that, and I regret I ever thought otherwise." 

"So, partners then," Bree said, and they shook on it. 

Then a look of alarm crossed her face. "Omigod!" she exclaimed. 
"The guy in the cellar!" 

Porter doubted the guy could be of any use to them, and so was 
inclined to tell Bree to let him rot down there. But he knew Bree 
wouldn't see it that way, and so, in the spirit of detente, he kept his 
big mouth shut. 

Bree opened the basement door. Jerzy had been sitting on the 
top step and leaning against the wood. When the door opened he 
fell onto the living room floor. Shoulder-first, luckily. 

"Ow," Jerzy said. "Wha?" 

"Here, let me help you up," Bree said. 

"Must have dozed off there," Jerzy said, getting slowly to his feet. 
He looked at Bree. "Thanks for letting me out." 

"How's your head?" Bree asked. 

"Fuzzy, but it doesn't hurt," Jerzy said. He caught sight of Porter 
and said, "How you doing, Steve?" 

"We're going to take you to a hospital," Bree said. "Right, Dad?" 

Porter saw any hope of finding the dog slipping away. "I suppose 
we are," he grumbled. 

"Where's the closest emergency room?" Bree wondered. 

"Oh no," Jerzy said. "No emergency room for me. I want to see 
my doctor. I don't want to sit in the ER all day." 

"Urn, okay," Bree said. "Where's your doctor?" 

"Greensburg," Jerzy said. "No, Green Tree. No, Greenfield. 
Greenfield." (Actually, Oakland.) 

"How do we get there?" Bree asked her father. 

"Take my car," Jerzy said, pulling keys from his front pocket. 
"Only maybe one of you ought to drive." 

So there they were, a few minutes later, Porter, Bree and Jerzy 
sandwiched in the front seat of the Monte Carlo. (The back seat was 
full of Pittsburgh sports memorabilia, all counterfeit, which Jerzy 
had been meaning to list on eBay. You'd be amazed at what people 
will pay for what they think is Terry Bradshaw's chipped tooth.) 

As the car exited the Liberty Tunnel, Jerzy asked Porter, "Are you 
going to take McArdle?" 
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"The way I know is the Parkway," Porter said. 

"McArdle to Tenth Street to Second Avenue to Greenfield Avenue 
will save you a lot of time," Jerzy said. 

"That's actually a really good idea, Dad," Bree said. She grinned 
at Jerzy. "See that?" she said. "You're thinking more clearly 
already." 

"I sure hope you're right, Steve," Jerzy said. 


"This way," Yunko said, tugging the leash again. 

Guff wouldn't go that way. 

Yunko liked to take the dog up Edwards Street to a little 
playground that had seen much better days. There was never 
anyone there, and the animal could roam around, sniffing and 
marking territory and doing his business, for as long as he pleased. 

So this morning, naturally, Yunko wanted to take Guff to the 
playground. But this morning Guff didn't want to go that way. He'd 
started off down Edwards as Yunko had started off up. Thus had the 
standoff begun. 

"Come on, boy," Yunko said. 

"Wanna go to the park?" Yunko said. 

"Get over here," Yunko said. 

He pulled hard on the leash. Guff braced himself and resisted. 
Yunko pulled harder. Guffs nails scritched on the concrete as he 
slid in Yunko's direction. 

The dog dug in his paws and pulled the other way. Unprepared 
for how strong the little beast was, Yunko lost his balance and was 
yanked forward. 

Thoroughly annoyed now, and more than a little embarrassed, 
Yunko set his legs, grabbed the leash with both hands, and 
laboriously dragged the dog toward him, inch by infuriating inch, 
grunt by exasperated grunt. 

" Come.. .here.. .you.. .little..." 

Until he could no longer ignore the animal's gasps as the collar 
dug into its neck. If Yunko didn't want to hurt the dog he had to 
stop. So he stopped, and caught his breath, and glared at Guff. Who 
didn't seem to understand what all the fuss was about. 
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"Do what you want," Yunko said disgustedly. 

He allowed himself to be pulled to Mrs. Zachawiasewycz's yard. 
There the dog sniffed a hydrangea plant and ate some of the 
blossoms. When finished Guff turned around and headed up 
Edwards, toward the park, as if this had been the plan all along. 

"I don't think you're autistic or traumatized," Yunko said as he 
trudged along behind the dog. "I think you're just an asshole." 


"You missed the turn," Ducky said, shortly after the Pangloss took 
the Squirrel Hill exit off the Parkway. 

Louis swore, braked, realized he couldn't un-miss the turn 
without causing a huge accident, swore again, then sped up. "You 
could've pointed that out before I missed it," he said, eyeing Ducky 
balefully in the rearview mirror. 

"I couldn't believe you missed it," Ducky said. "Big sign marked 
'Greenfield,' with an arrow." 

"Where do I turn around?" Louis said, slowing down again, 
scanning the road ahead. 

"You don't," Ducky said. "I can get you there another way." 

"You'd better not be fuckin' with me," Louis said. 

"Why would I do that?" Ducky said. 

Louis eyed him in the mirror again. 

"Just stay on Beechwood," Ducky said. "We'll take the scenic 
route." 

"Great," Louis said. "Another fuckin' delay." 

"We're five minutes away," Ducky said. 

"Yeah, five minutes," Louis said disgustedly. "After we sat on the 
Parkway for fifteen minutes." 

"I never take the Parkway if I can avoid it," Ducky said. 

"Good for you," Louis said. 

"Hey, it's not my fault," Ducky said. "Turn right at the next light." 

"Not your fault?" Louis said. "This job was supposed to be a 
week's work and instead it's been months, because you guys couldn't 
handle the world's easiest robbery." 

"It's not that sim-" 

"And unlike you and your shitty crew," Louis said, taking the turn 
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a little faster than might have been strictly recommended, "I haven't 
gotten a dime yet. And now Jones has somebody else trying to do 
my job and collect my payday. I'm running on fumes and I'm out of 
patience, so don't fuckin' tell me it's not your fuckin' fault." 

"Okay, sure," Ducky said. "If that's how you feel." 

A few moments passed in silence. Then Ducky said, "At the top of 
this hill, don't follow the bend of the road. Just keep going straight 
onto Edwards." 

"Here?" Louis said. 

"Yeah. Straight," Ducky said. "We're really close now. Couple 
more min-" 

"Shut up," Louis said. "Just shut up." 

At the first stop sign Louis almost came to a complete stop. At 
the second stop sign he slowed down and coasted through. At the 
third and fourth stop signs he didn't slow down. 

They rounded a bend and found themselves coasting down a big 
hill. Much of Greenfield was laid out in front of them. Beyond that 
was a panoramic view of Mt. Washington, the South Side, 
Downtown and Oakland. 

"What'd I tell you?" Ducky said. "The scenic route." 

Louis ignored him. He'd spotted two figures far down the hill. 
They were little better than specks, really, but it was easy enough to 
see that one was a man and one was a dog. A very distinctive looking 
dog, even at this distance. 

He stepped on the gas. 


"Right on Bryant," Jerzy said, as the Monte Carlo barreled up 
Greenfield Avenue. 

"I think I know the city pretty well," Porter commented, "but I've 
never been on this street." 

"Best way to get to Yunko's," Jerzy said. 

"Dr. Yunko's office?" Bree said. 

Jerzy looked at her indignantly. "Yunko's not a doctor," he said. 
"Who is he then?" Bree said. 

"Why are we going to his house?" Porter said. 

"Where's the doctor's office?" Bree said. 
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"Are you playing games with us?" Porter said. 

Jerzy looked at Bree, then at Porter, then at Bree. Then he closed 
his eyes. "I don't know what you're both talking about when you're 
both talking," he said. "Left on Edwards," he told Porter. 

Porter gave Bree a skeptical look. Bree shrugged. "Might as well 
see this through," she said. 

As the car swung through the intersection Jerzy opened his eyes. 

"Hey," he said, pointing up ahead to a man walking a dog. 
"There's Yunko." He gave Bree a reproachful glare. "I told you he's 
not a doctor." 

"Wait a minute," Porter said, straining to see the dog. 

"Holy shit," Bree said. "Can that be Guff?" 

"Yeah, that's him," Jerzy said, smiling. "Of course it's him." His 
smile faded. "Who's Guff again?" 


Yunko and Guff were on the sidewalk near the playground when 
Yunko heard a car coming up behind them. 

Reflexively he shortened the dog's leash and moved away from 
the curb. Drivers in Greenfield zoomed around on the narrow, 
bumpy streets with reckless abandon, and Yunko wanted to keep 
himself and Guff alive long enough to have the satisfaction of 
handing the dog over to whatever fool would pay for him. 

But the car didn't zoom by. It pulled up alongside them and kept 
pace. 

"Hey, Yunko," said a familiar voice. 

He turned toward the voice and stooped down to look into the 
car. And there was Jerzy, sitting between the driver, a big gray 
square-jawed thing regarding Yunko with narrow eyes, and the other 
passenger, a young, pixie-ish woman regarding Guff with eager eyes. 

"You all right?" Yunko said to Jerzy. 

"Pretty much," Jerzy replied. "Hiya, Stevie," he said to the dog. 

Yunko didn't get much time to process that weirdness because the 
woman spoke to him. "We're not looking for trouble," she said. 
"Long story short, your friend humped his head and we were trying 
to get him to a doctor." 

"How many times do I have to tell you Yunko's not a doctor," 
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Jerzy complained. 

The woman ignored him so Yunko did too. "He brought us here," 
she said. "We did not coerce him. We're still planning to take him to 
the doctor." 

"But," Yunko said. 

"We're private detectives," the big gray one said, "hired to find 
that dog. Now that we've found him we’re going to take him with 
us." 

"If you give us the dog now," the woman said, "the matter is 
settled. You'll never hear from us or our clients again." 

"Or the police," the gray one added ominously. 

Yunko let the threat sink in. He was dimly aware of the sound of 
a car coming toward them from the opposite direction, but thought 
little of it. 

"How do my guys get paid?" he said, struggling to keep up with 
Guff while walking bent over and facing sideways. 

"They don't," the driver said. 

"Then no deal," Yunko said. 

Which is when Ducky's car pulled up, not ten feet away, with Ray 
Louis behind the wheel and Ducky in the back seat. 

The dog stopped. Yunko took advantage of this to shorten the 
leash even further. 

The dog looked at Ducky's car, then it looked at Jerzy's car, then it 
looked at Yunko. 

"Yeah, I don't like it either," Yunko said. 


* * 


* 


Louis put the car in park and got out. The bulge of a gun was easy 
to make out under his shirt-front. 

"How are you, Duck?" Yunko called. 

Ducky shrugged, which was surprisingly hard to do when your 
hands were bound behind your back. "Been better, been worse," he 
said. 

Louis stared daggers at the occupants of the Monte Carlo. "Get 
the fuck outta here," he said. "You lost." 

"What do you wanna do, Dad?" Bree said. 
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"I want to see what develops here," Porter said. Under his breath 
he added, "And I want to get my Lulubelle back." 

"That guy looks really familiar," Jerzy said about Louis. 

Louis turned his attention to Yunko and Guff. He started toward 
them. 

Yunko crouched and grabbed Guffs collar with one hand. With 
the other he unhooked the leash clip and let it drop to the sidewalk. 
Louis stopped. 

"I'll let him go," Yunko said. 

Louis made a "big deal" gesture. "He's gotten away before," he 
said. 

"This is different," Yunko said. He made a sweeping gesture 
behind him with his free hand. "There's a helluva lotta woods 
around here. Miles and miles of them. He gets away this time you'll 
never be able to track him down." 

"You don't have the balls," Louis said, inching forward. 

Yunko loosened his grip on the collar until he was holding it with 
just one finger. "Back off," he said. "Now." 

After a tense interlude, Louis backed off. 

"Here's what's gonna happen," Yunko said. He solidified his grip 
on the collar. "We're gonna work something out, all of us." 

"No way," Louis said, resting a hand on the concealed gun. 

"Then shoot me and see where that gets you," Yunko said. He 
stared Louis down before continuing. "We can't stand here out in 
the open, we're gonna attract attention. So we'll go up to the 
baseball field" - he gestured off to his right - "where we're not so 
exposed, and we'll haggle." 

Bree conferred with her father, then leaned out of the Monte 
Carlo and said, "We're okay with that. But Louis has to unload the 
gun first." 

("Louis?" Jerzy said.) 

"Fuck that," Louis said. 

"We'll deal with it when we get to the field," Yunko said. "We 
have to get out of the street first." 

"Fair enough," Bree said. 

"One more thing," Yunko said. "I gotta call my partners so they 
can be in on the discussion." 
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"How do we know they won't be carrying?" Louis said. 

"Because I'm telling you they won't. If you want you can pat them 
down yourself." 

"How long will it take them to get here?" Bree said. 

"Literally one minute." 

"All right," Bree said. 

"Okay," Louis said, "but don't try anything." 

"You think up that line all by yourself?" Yunko asked. 

He called Bruno and told him what was going on. In short order 
two figures emerged from Mrs. Zachawiasewycz's garage. 

"Okay, let's go," Yunko said. He rehooked the leash and stood up. 

Louis got back into the car and executed a seventeen-point turn 
in the middle of the street. 

"Right at the stop sign, then the next right," Yunko told him. 

"I'm not in any hurry," Louis said. "I'd rather keep you 
company." 

Yunko smirked. "Come on," he ordered the dog, bracing himself 
for another battle of wills. 

Guff fell into step next to him. 

"Will wonders never cease," Yunko said. 
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24 


Slowly the strange procession wended its way up to the baseball 
field. Its progress was noted by old man Clancy, who was on 
disability and had little better to do than sit on his porch all day 
reading Tea Party literature. Clancy had a feeling that maybe these 
folks headed toward the field were up to no good, but since only one 
of them was black he went back to his reading. 

The field was situated on a steep, thickly wooded hillside 
overlooking the Monongahela River. The only thing interrupting the 
tree cover was a narrow access road. Yunko and company would 
have as much privacy as they could hope for under the 
circumstances. 

It was a very nice field, with bleachers, a concession stand, even 
an electronic scoreboard. Little League baseball was a big deal in 
Greenfield. The umpires could count on half a dozen death threats 
per season. 

There was a chain-link fence around the field. Next to the fence, 
down the third base/left field line, was a paved parking area. Louis 
pulled up in the Pangloss and got out. He opened the back door but 
otherwise made no effort to help Ducky. 

"Aren't you gonna untie me?" Ducky said from the back seat. 

"I don't see why," Louis said. 

"No need to be a dick about it," Ducky complained, awkwardly 
extracting himself from the vehicle. 

The Monte Carlo pulled up next to Ducky's car. Porter and Bree 
got out. 
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"Where are you going?" Jerzy asked Bree. 

"It's time for the meeting," she said. 

"I'm going to stay in the car," Jerzy said. "I have to think about 
something." 

Bree looked at Porter, who shrugged. "Fine with me," he said, 
pocketing the keys. 

"Me too," Louis said. He stooped so Jerzy could see him. "They 
should've just left you in the basement," he taunted. 

"The basement," Jerzy echoed. 

Ducky poked his head into the car. "Ignore him, Jerz." 

"Okay, Steve." 

"You sure you wanna stay here?" 

"I'm sure," Jerzy said absently. 

Yunko and Guff and Bruno and Tom stationed themselves on the 
edge of the blacktop. Ducky joined them and Bruno untied him. 
Louis stood in front of the Monte Carlo, opposite Yunko. Porter and 
Bree stood near Louis. 

"All right," Yunko said. "As promised, the first thing we do is get 
rid of any weapons." 

"The first thing we do," Louis said, turning to Porter and Bree, "is 
cut these two out of the deal. They get nothing." 

"You're full of shit," Porter growled. 

"Oh yeah?" Louis said. He pulled Bree's smart phone from his 
pocket. "If this is her life, like she said, then I own her. And if you 
two don't do what I want I'm gonna make a shitload of trouble for 
her." 

Porter said, "How real is this, Bree?" 

She took a big breath. "It’s pretty real, Dad. There's a lot of 
sensitive data on that thing. Professional stuff and, uh" - she 
lowered her eyes - "personal stuff too. If he can hack into it..." 

"She's fucked," Louis said. 

"Sorry," Bree told her father. 

"You'll learn from it," Porter said somberly. He turned to Yunko. 
"Are you gonna let Louis have his way on this?" 

"Well, there's no love lost between me and him," Yunko said. 

("Him and me," Bruno said. And then: "Sorry." And then: "But 
I'm right.") 
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"But I have to look out for my guys first," Yunko finished, 
automatically raising his voice to be heard over the sound of the 
engine. 

Wait - engine? 

He turned toward the sound - as did everyone. Even Guff, who 
had been licking Yunko's shoes, stopped and looked. 

It was Jerzy's car. And there was Jerzy behind the wheel. And he 
did not look happy. 

The Monte Carlo peeled out, headed straight for Ray Louis. 


For Jerzy, regaining his mental faculties was like trying to start 
the Monte Carlo on a freezing January morning. Ever since he'd 
come to in the cellar of Ducky's house, he’d been aware the car 
wasn't running. He'd been turning the key in the ignition and 
tromping on the gas pedal, but all the Monte would do was sputter 
and die. 

But then Louis got in his face and said, "They should've just left 
you in the basement," and the engine wheezed and faltered and 
tenuously came to life. It could still crap out at any moment, so 
Jerzy had to handle it with care. He gave it a little gas, waited, then 
gave it a little more. He let it idle for a minute, then revved it up to a 
full roar. 

At that point there were still gaps in Jerzy's memory, but he knew 
one thing for sure: Ray Louis was responsible for him falling down 
the cellar steps and conking his head. And since Louis was standing 
just a few feet away, and Jerzy's judgment was still a bit impaired, it 
made perfect sense that Jerzy should run the man down like the 
dirty dog he was. 

Porter had taken the car key with him, but Jerzy always kept a 
spare under the floor mat. He shoved the key in the ignition, started 
the Monte and punched the gas. "You're goin' dahn, pal!" he 
shouted as the car lurched toward Louis. 


For no particular reason, Tom saw what was happening before 
anyone else. If he felt any qualms about trying to save Louis's life, he 
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got past them in a hurry. When the Monte Carlo peeled out Tom 
rushed forward, hoping to grab Louis and pull him out of harm's 
way. 

Which proved to be unnecessary. Louis's reflexes were pretty 
good, and his survival instinct came to the rescue one more time. At 
the sound of the tires squealing behind him, he jumped out of the 
way. 

In the space Louis had once filled suddenly appeared Tom. 

Jerzy wouldn't have been able to remember the big man's name, 
but he knew he didn't want to hurt him. He slammed on the brakes 
and yanked the wheel hard to the left. 

When Tom tried going to his left he put himself squarely in the 
path of the Monte Carlo's jack-knifing back end. Like a bat swinging 
around to hit a ball, the car smashed into Tom. There was a heavy 
bang. The car shuddered and stalled. Tom was propelled at a speed 
someone that size really ought not to go. 

Neither Ducky nor Bruno could get out of Tom's way, so they 
braced themselves as best they could in the face of the human 
avalanche. Upon impact the three men became one, a groaning, 
gasping, many-limbed mound. 

When the car hit Tom, Guff took off like a shot. The leash 
snapped taught and Yunko's hand, then arm, then entire person 
were jerked so hard that it was all he could do to remain on his feet. 
He stumbled forward and lost his hold on the leash. Its plastic 
housing flew from his hand, bouncing and clattering over the asphalt 
and nearly whomping the dog in the face. The near-miss spooked 
the animal and he started zigging and zagging across the parking lot 
with the plastic housing caroming crazily behind him. The faster 
and more haphazardly Guff ran, the louder the racket the leash 
housing made and the more frantic the dog became. 

With Guff more or less running in circles, Yunko was able to get 
close enough to make a lunge for the leash. He got it in his hands, 
then cursed as it flew right out of them again. The housing smacked 
the dog in the rear. It yipped and sprang forward, headed straight 
for the woods. Yunko ran after it. 


* * 


* 
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When Louis leapt out of the way of the onrushing Monte Carlo, he 
was headed straight at Bree. With no time to think about it she 
offered him a hand. 

Louis grabbed it and let Bree help him get out of the car's path. 
Then, without so much as a pause, he got behind her and put his 
other arm around her neck. 

"A guy could get used to this," Louis sneered, right before Bree 
stomped on his foot and Porter punched him in the kidney. 

Had Porter's aim been better Louis would have been done for the 
day - maybe the next couple of days. As it was, the kidney didn't 
take the full force of the blow. Louis let out a loud "Oof!" and his 
body convulsed, then sagged. He let go of Bree. 

Porter grabbed Louis and spun him around. Louis went for the 
gun in his waistband. Sorry, Lulubelle, Porter thought as he slapped 
the Magnum out of Louis's hand. 

Porter lunged for his beloved weapon and reached it. But when 
he looked up Louis was pointing a Taser at him. 

It was Bree's Taser, so there was probably something poetic about 
this. At least that's what flashed through Porter's mind as the 
current surged into him. 


When Louis's grip on her relaxed, Bree shrugged herself free and 
turned around in time to see her father slap the gun out of Louis's 
hand. Before Bree could get to the gun she ran into Jerzy, who had a 
counterfeit Willie Stargell bat in his hands and a murderous look on 
his face. He was making a beeline for Louis. 

"No!" Bree said, blocking his path. 

"Get ahtta my way!" Jerzy said, waggling the bat. 

Bree stood her ground. 


Louis briefly savored the sight of Porter writhing in pain, then 
turned to deal with Bree. But now she was preoccupied with Jerzy. 
Perfect. 

He looked around and spotted the dog running toward the woods, 
with Yunko giving chase. Louis took off after them. 


205 



JOHN NOVAK 


Jerzy was a simple man. All he wanted right now was to chase 
down Louis and club him with the bat. But Bree kept getting in his 
way. She was faster than him and in better shape, so no matter how 
many times or ways he tried to go around her she always managed to 
block him. And in the meantime Louis was getting away. 

"Listen," Jerzy said, brandishing the bat two-handed, like a 
battle-axe, "I don't wanna hit no feemell." 

"No what?!" Bree said. 

"Feemell! You know, a girl. I can't hit a girl." 

"Then put the bat down," Bree said. 

Jerzy stood there for a moment catching his breath. Bree 
regarded him warily. He took his left hand off the bat and let his 
right arm fall limply to his side. Then he ran straight at Bree, 
figuring she'd have no choice but to get out of his way. 

She sidestepped him but their feet got tangled. Jerzy stumbled 
and dropped the bat. They both lunged for it. Jerzy grabbed it at 
one end and Bree at the other. A brief tug of war ensued. 

It ended when Bree's hands slipped off the bat and she fell hard 
on her back, all the breath rushing out of her. 

Jerzy's face lit up in triumph when the bat came free. Then he got 
poked in the solar plexus, and suddenly he was out of breath too. 


"Bruno, get offa me," Ducky said weakly from the bottom of the 
pile. 

"Tom, get up," Bruno said weakly from the middle of the pile. 
"Urg," Tom said from the top of the pile. 


Guff sped across grass, headed for the hillside beyond the right 
field fence. The leash housing bumped along behind him. 

At the edge of the woods the dog stopped, inexplicably, and 
turned to look at his pursuer. 

Yunko stopped too. He knew he probably had only one chance to 
recapture the animal. He had to make good on it or the little bastard 
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would escape into the woods and be gone forever. 

Yunko inched forward. He couldn't risk spooking the dog by 
being too aggressive. "Nothing to be afraid of," he said. 

Guff cocked his head. Yunko moved a little closer. "Nobody's 
gonna hurt you," he said. 

Guff turned his head slightly toward something on Yunko's left. 
Yunko turned in time to see Ray Louis flash by, bearing down on the 
dog. 


Yunko dove at Louis and got his arms around the other man's 
legs. Louis went down and the Taser flew out of his hand. 

Trying to free his legs, Louis started kicking at Yunko's head. 
Yunko let go of Louis's legs so he could use his hands and arms to 
shield himself. 

The dog stood a few feet away and watched them tussle. 

Louis landed a glancing shot on Yunko's left ear. Distracted by 
the flare of pain, Yunko left himself vulnerable to a much more solid 
kick to the forehead. He rolled off Louis, dazed. 

Louis scrambled to his feet, breathing heavily. He pulled back to 
kick Yunko again (and again), and then he caught himself. "First 
things first," he said. He turned and eyed the dog. 

"C'm'ere, boy," Louis said, in a very poor attempt at sounding 
friendly. 

Guff cocked his head. 

"Come on," Louis said. 

The dog didn't budge. 

Louis spotted the leash housing on the grass. Without breaking 
eye contact with Guff, he sidled that way. 

"Even better," Louis said. "You just stay right there." 

The dog watched him. 

Louis's foot touched the leash. "Everything's gonna be all right," 
he said, stooping. 

Yunko drove himself into Louis's left leg - his left knee, to be 
precise; his bad knee, to put it another way. Louis cried out in pain 
and rage. The dog turned and broke for the woods. 

Louis dove at the leash housing and got his hands on it. The leash 
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snapped taut. Guff was spun around 180 degrees. As he pirouetted 
his head slid right through the collar. Somehow he landed on his 
feet, apparently unhurt. And now he was free. 

"No!" Louis cried. 

The dog shook itself vigorously, as if he'd just come out of water. 
Then he ran, slaloming through the trees as he raced down the steep 
hill. 

Yunko tried to grab Louis. Louis kicked at Yunko's flailing hands 
and limped into the woods after the dog. "Come back here 
motherfucker!" he bellowed. 

Maybe his weak leg gave out, or maybe he just lost his footing. 
With a cry of surprise he plummeted out of Yunko's sight. There 
were rustling noises, followed by a very big thud. Then it was quiet. 

Yunko lumbered to his feet. Edging over to where the hill 
dropped off, he scanned the woods. About fifty yards down he 
spotted Louis crumpled at the base of a tree. 

"Better you than me," Yunko said. 

Meanwhile the dog was nowhere to be seen. 
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When Tom came to, the first thing to cross his mind was: This 
doesn't feel like asphalt under me. Then the asphalt shifted and 
groaned, and Tom realized he'd better get up. Which, given that he'd 
recently been hit by a car, was a slow and painful and clumsy 
undertaking. 

Once Tom was on his feet he gave Bruno a hand. Then the two of 
them peeled Ducky off the surface of the parking lot. 

"Sorry, guys," Tom said sheepishly, as they stood there taking 
stock of their aches and pains - none of which, luckily, fell into the 
category of life-altering. 

"It wasn't your fault," Ducky said. "And you probably saved 
Louis's life." 

The other two looked at him. 

"For whatever's that's worth," he added. 

Bruno scratched at a rash on his neck. "Do you use Tide?" he 
asked Tom. 

Tom needed a moment to process that. "You mean detergent? 
Yeah, why?" 

"I knew it," Bruno said, scratching. "I'm allergic to Tide." 

"Oh," Tom said. 

"You might wanna try another brand," Bruno said. 

"In case I fall on you again?" 

"I'm just saying," Bruno said. 


* * 


* 
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"Are you all right, Dad?" Bree said, leaning over him. 

"I feel like I stuck my face in a light socket," Porter said. 

Bree helped him get up. "I'm sorry you got tased," she said. 

"Don't be sorry," Porter said. "It'll never get you anywhere. 
Besides, I deserved every agonizing volt." 

"Okayyy," Bree said. "Why's that?" 

"I let my guard down," Porter said. 

"Dad, you slapped a loaded gun out of a man's hand." 

"And then I let my guard down." 

"For a fraction of a second." 

"Which is all it takes," Porter said. "I should have been focused 
on Louis, not Lulubelle. 

"Where is she, by the way?" 

"Hey," Jerzy said, staggering to his feet nearby, "what happened 
to my bat?" 

"The bat and the gun are somewhere safe," Bree said. (She'd 
stashed them under Jerzy's car.) "You'll get them back later, guys. I 
don't want either of you trying to kill Ray Louis." 

"Feemells," Jerzy griped. "Yinz just don't unnerstand." 

Just then Yunko walked up. "I think this is yours," he said to 
Bree, holding up a smart phone. "Louis must've lost it." 

"Thank God!" she said, reaching for the device. 

"I'm giving it back," Yunko said, handing it to her, "in the spirit of 
cooperation." 

Bree nodded appreciatively. 

"Where's Louis?" Porter and Jerzy said in unison. 

"He took a little trip," Yunko said. 


"I need help!" Louis called out. 

"We'll see," someone said from a distance. After a moment Louis 
grimaced in recognition. It was Yunko's voice. 

Louis remembered falling down the hill; he remembered 
smashing into the tree; and now here he was, wedged up against that 
tree, his body one giant throbbing ache. How much time had passed 
since the collision, he really couldn't say. Whether he could move or 
not, he was more than a little afraid to find out. 
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"We're offering you a deal," Yunko said. 

"You caught the dog?" Louis said. In his excitement he tried to sit 
up, then deeply regretted it. He moaned and lay still. 

"The dog's gone," Yunko said. "Gone for good." 

Louis rotated his eyes in the direction of the voice. Far up the hill 
- only forty or fifty yards, really, hut in the current circumstances 
the distance seemed positively interstellar - stood seven figures. All 
of them looked a bit worse for wear. None of them looked overly 
concerned about Louis's well- being. 

"I don't believe you," he said. 

"Nobody cares," Yunko said, and Louis definitely believed that. 

"This is the deal," Yunko went on. "We get you off the hill, take 
you to the hospital if that's what you need. And none of us will try to 
hurt you or get back at you, today or in the future." 

"Much as we might wanna!" Jerzy shouted. Then, after the others 
glared at him: "Sorry." 

"And?" Louis said. 

"In return, you won't make trouble for any of us, ever. We all put 
this whole mess behind us." 

"And I don't get my money," Louis said bitterly. 

"What's it gonna be?" Yunko wanted to know. 

Louis was a realist. He knew his options were limited here. The 
only thing he truly didn't like about the proposal was that to accept it 
was to accept defeat at the hands of a bunch of losers. "I'll think 
about it," he said petulantly. 

"You have five seconds," Yunko said. 

"What?!" Louis cried, and again he tried to sit up, with the same 
unhappy consequences. 

"Four...three...two..." 

"Fine," Louis said. "You win." 

"Nobody wins," Ducky chimed in, "but we all cut our losses." 

"Hurray," Louis said. 


Using a hodge-podge of jumper cables and rope, Tom and Bruno 
dragged Louis off the hill and out of the woods. It took several 
minutes, during which time the others patrolled the tree line in a 
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last-gasp effort to spot the dog. Guff did not favor them with an 
appearance. 

"I don't know which was worse," Louis complained after he'd 
reached the top of the hill. "Falling down there or being pulled back 
up." 

Tom and Bruno exchanged a look. 

"Somebody give me a hand," Louis said, struggling to get to his 
feet. 

Tom and Bruno turned and headed toward the parking lot. The 
other five followed. 

"It was just a joke!" Louis called after them, collapsing to the 
ground. 

Nobody stopped walking. Nobody even turned around. 

Louis cursed and made another attempt to stand. It didn't go 
well. He gave up and started crawling. 


The Monte Carlo had a new dent in it hut otherwise it was fine. 

"Y'know, since we're both goin' to the hospital," Jerzy said, 
nodding toward Louis, "why don't him and me go in my car?" 

"No way," Louis said as he finally reached the parking lot. 

"Sorry," Yunko told Jerzy, "but I don't want you driving and I 
don't want you alone with him." 

"Aw, c'm'on, Steve," Jerzy said. "Can'tcha trust me?" Then he 
noticed the looks everybody was giving him and added, dejectedly, "I 
did it again, didn't I?" 

Heads nodded. 

"All right, never mind, then," Jerzy said. 


"Well, so, I guess this is it," Yunko said. 

Porter and Jerzy were in the Monte Carlo; Ducky, Bree and Louis 
were in the Pangloss. Jerzy would be dropped off at his doctor's 
office in Oakland, Louis at his home in Lawrenceville. The 
remaining three would drive to Ducky's house, where Bree would 
pick up her Scoot and Porter his Cadillac. Then the private eyes 
would go on their merry way, and with any luck that would be the 
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last time those two crossed paths with Yunko and company. 

"It's too bad things didn't work out," Bree said. 

There were nods and murmurs of agreement. From the back seat 
of Ducky's car Louis glared at them hut kept quiet. 

"Sorry," Bree said to him, "but I have to ask one last time. Are 
you sure you don't want to go to a hospital?" 

"Nothing's broken except my spirit," Louis said. 

"You'll get your wallet and keys and phone back in a week," 
Yunko told him. 

"A week?!" 

Ducky said, "We figure that's like your probation period." 

"Plus," Bree said, "Dad and I will use that time to build a file on 
you, which we'll keep on hand for possible future reference." 

"What am I supposed to do for a week with no phone, car or 
wallet?!" Louis said. "I can't even get into my house!" 

"You'll figure out something," Yunko said. 

"We should get going, Bree," Porter said. "We have to figure out 
what we're going to tell Jones and the Furnesses." He turned the key 
in the Monte Carlo's ignition. 

"You know, for a bunch of thieves you guys aren't so bad," Bree 
said as Ducky pushed a button to start the Pangloss. 

"Yeah, we get that all the time," Yunko said. 

Louis had one last bit of spleen to vent. "You idiots!" he yelled at 
Bree and Porter. "What do you think's gonna happen when we 
leave? Those three" - he nodded at Yunko, Bruno and Tom - "are 
gonna go find the dog!" 

"Do you remember the hill you fell down?" Yunko said. "The dog 
is on that hill. It's not people friendly. Even if we wanted to look 
we'd be crazy to." 

"Besides," Bruno added, "we said we wouldn't. That was part of 
the deal." 

"On top of all that, Guff deserves a break," Tom said. "He should 
be able to live his own life as a free dog." 

"Having gotten to know him a little bit," Yunko said, "I couldn't 
agree with you more." 
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"Carrie, it's Laughlin." 

"What do you want? And why are you on speaker?" 

"I'm sitting here with a private investigator named Porter, who 
said I should call you. He said you’d be meeting with a private 
investigator named, uh, Bree Clipping. Odd name. Anyway, is that 
right?" 

"Yes, Bree is here with Eliza and me. What's going on?" 

"Ms. Furness, this is Rickson Porter. Please put your phone on 
speaker so everyone can hear each other." 

"Just a minute. How do I put this on speaker, Eliza? Which 
button? I pushed that button. Okay, there we go." 

"If you don't mind, Carrie? Mr. Jones, this is Bree Clipping. I 
was hired by the Furnesses to return the dog you had stolen from 
them." 

"What?! Had stolen? That's a serious accusation you're making, 
little girl. I should- Porter, why are you scowling at me like that?" 

"Mr. Jones, you should know that Mr. Porter is my father-" 

"Your father?" 

"Your father?” 

"Your FATHER?" 

"-and that he's very protective of me, even though I can take care 
of myself just fine." 

"My apologies, Miss Clipping. I meant no offense. Stop it, Porter, 
didn't you hear me just now?" 

"Mr. Jones, Carrie, Eliza - my father and I don't want to take up 
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any more of your time, or ours, than is necessary. First, let me 
promise you that neither of us had any idea we were working for 
opposing clients. It was a communication issue, it should not have 
happened, and we sincerely regret the complications it created." 

"Fine, whatever. Where's my goddamned dog?" 

"It is not your dog, Laughlin-" 

"Don't start with me, Carrie-" 

"Quiet, both of you!" 

"Nobody tells me to be quiet, Porter." 

»» »? 

"But, uh, in the interest of moving things along, I'll save my 
comments for later." 

"Coward." 

"Eliza, please." 

"Sorry, Mom." 

"Mr. Jones, Ms. Furness, Miss Furness - Bree and I recognize 
that the question of ownership is a thorny one. What we're here to 
tell you today is that the point is now moot, because the dog is gone." 

"Gone?" 

"Dead?!" 

"Lost. And extremely unlikely to be found." 

"But how?!" 

"If I can just jump in here, Dad - the details don't matter at the 
moment, Mr. Jones. You and the Furnesses will each get a complete 
report from us sometime in the next couple of days. What you need 
to know is that yesterday afternoon my father and I found the men 
who stole Guff. There were three of them, and we tracked them to a 
cabin in a remote part of North Park. They were keeping Ray Louis 
and Guff there." 

"Wait - Louis was their prisoner?" 

"Yes. He'd hired them to steal the dog but they'd double-crossed 
him." 

"I'm surprised to hear that, frankly. I thought he had double- 
crossed me. Anyway, what about Guff?" 

"We snuck up on the cabin and subdued two of the thieves. 
Unfortunately the third man escaped into the woods, carrying Guff. 
We were able to catch up to him, but when the man realized he 
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couldn't get away, he let Guff go. Guff ran deeper into the woods. 
We chased him, but he was too fast and the terrain was too rugged 
for us. We searched the woods until it was dark, but we never saw 
him. And given the circumstances, we find it doubtful anyone will 
ever see him again." 

"But if he's in the park there’s still hope. I could put together a 
search party. They might be able to find him!" 

"Technically, yes, they might." 

"But?" 

"The park is almost 3,100 acres, Mr. Jones. You'd be looking for 
a moving needle in an enormous haystack." 

ff M 

"Mr. Jones?" 

"I think Mr. Jones needs a moment to compose himself." 

"Bree, what happened to the thieves and the man they were 
holding hostage?" 

"Presumably the thief who ran into the woods went back to the 
cabin after he let Guff loose. In any event, when we got back to the 
cabin the other two thieves were gone. They'd left Ray Louis there, 
so we untied him and took him home. He was angry, 
understandably, about not being able to collect the money he was 
promised, but he seemed to understand there was nothing to be 
done about it." 

"Wow. That's some story, Bree." 

"Carrie, I should mention that in light of everything that's 
happened I'll be returning the retainer you paid me and I won't be 
billing you for this case." 

"If that's how you feel about it, fine." 

"Needless to say, I won't be billing you either, Mr. Jones." 

»t ft 

"Are you all right, Mr. Jones?" 

"I just can't believe my Guffy is really gone." 

"We did everything we c-." 

"I won't believe it! I don't care how much time or money it takes, 
I am going to have that park searched! Every goddamned acre! I 
will find that dog! I will!" 

"Christ, Mom, he cares more about Guff than he ever did about 
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you." 

"Eliza!" 

"She's right, Carrie." 

"Hah! For once Asshole and I agree on something." 

"Well, hut you shouldn't call him Asshole, honey. You should 
really call him Dickhead." 


"Well," Bree said after the conference call had ended, "I'm very 
sorry it didn't work out." She offered her hand to Carrie. 

"I'm sorry too," Carrie said, gripping Bree's hand just a tad more 
firmly than would be considered polite. "But I'll be really sorry," she 
went on, "if you leave here thinking I'm dumb enough to believe one 
word of that story you told." 

Bree smiled uncomfortably. 

"And you'll he sorry," Carrie said, pulling her hand away, "you'll 
be very, very sorry, if Laughlin ever gets that dog back. By any 
means. Are we clear on that?" 

"We're clear," Bree said. 

"Good," Carrie said. "Now please leave." 

Eliza watched Bree slink out of the room. She turned radiant eyes 
on Carrie. 

"You so rock, Mom," she said. 

"Sometimes I do," Carrie said. 
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It was Saturday night, November 16. Almost two weeks had 
passed since the dog job had come to its dissatisfying conclusion. 

"Nice of you to have us over, Yunk," Ducky said. 

"Kind of like a housewarming thing, huh?" Bruno said. 

"Kind of like that," Yunko said. 

"Except you don't live in a house." 

"So it's more like an apartment-warming," Tom said. "Lots of 
people do that." 

"But the apartment's upstairs," Bruno said. "We're in the garage." 

"Garage-warmin', then," Jerzy said. 

"Call it whatever you want," Yunko said evenly. "I'm glad you 
guys could come." 

"Plus you've been here, what, a month already, six weeks?" Bruno 
persisted. "I think the idea is to have the party shortly after you 
move in." 

"I guess I was busy," Yunko said, less evenly. "Who wants 
another beer?" 

Everybody did. And while they drank, each man took his turn 
filling in the others on what he'd been up to. 

Bruno had been keeping himself busy with legitimate work, 
parlaying his expertise in alarm systems into various consulting gigs. 
He'd also had dates with a couple of very promising potential ex¬ 
girlfriends. 

Jerzy's concussion-like symptoms were gone, and he'd been 
making decent progress selling off the fake sports memorabilia he 
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kept in his car. "It ain't much, but it's a livin'," he said. "Well, so 
long as She keeps workin', anyways." 

Tom kept dropping hints that there was someone special in his 
life, but the other four kept stepping right over them, out of 
ignorance or maybe self-absorption. Tom had been working 
sporadically in a warehouse and was thinking about starting a tree 
removal business. 

"So you'll be in the market for heavy equipment," Bruno 
commented. 

"Why?" Tom asked. 

"Oh, right," Bruno said. 

Ducky had enjoyed a brief, happy affair with Bree Clipping, who'd 
taken a shine to him while they drove Ray Louis home on the day the 
dog disappeared. 

"She's a great girl," he told the guys. "Kind of a shame it didn't 
work out." 

"What happened?" Tom said. 

"In a word, her dad," Ducky said, and the others clucked and 
sighed. 

"On the bright side," Ducky went on, "Bree's gonna help me settle 
a score with Pinking, you know, the guy who sold me out to Jones." 

"What about you, Yunko?" Tom said. "What's new?" 

"Well, the apartment is great, and you can't beat the price. The 
landlady's a character but she's basically okay. And the 
neighborhood's full of lowlifes, but I guess you can't have 
everything." 

"Anybody interesting?" Ducky asked. 

"The old guy next door's a slum lord and a tax cheat, and next to 
him is his son, who's a druggie who can't hold a job. Down the 
street's a contractor who's been dumping his construction waste in 
the woods for ten years. And next to him there's a family of five - 
mom, dad, three kids, nice enough people - who're all on house 
arrest." 

"You weren't kidding about the lowlifes," Ducky said. 

"But in a way you fit right in," Bruno said. 

Yunko shot him a look, but just then the pizza delivery guy 
showed up. 
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Many minutes later, as they all sat around eating contentedly, 
Yunko asked, "More beer, anybody?" 

"Jeez, Yunk," Ducky said, "you're like a changed man." 

"How so?" 

"Well normally you're so, you know..." 

"Gloomy," Bruno said. 

"Cheap," Jerzy said. 

(Tom didn't want to pile on, so he kept quiet.) 

"But tonight you're in a good mood, and you've spent some 
serious cash on this shindig," Ducky went on. "What gives? What 
are we celebrating?" 

"I guess I'm just happy to be back in the game," Yunko said. 

"But the job's over," Bruno said, "and it was a gigantic bust." 

"But there'll be other gigs," Yunko said. "Maybe sooner than you 
think." 

"You got something, Yunk?" Ducky said. 

"Not quite yet. I'm still working on it. But stay tuned. I know we 
had our problems on the last one, but still, I think we worked pretty 
well together, and we held up under a pretty good dose of adversity. 
We make a decent team" - his eyes flicked ever so briefly in Bruno's 
direction - "and I think we should look for things to do together." 

"Sounds good to me," Ducky said. The others quickly concurred. 

"In the meantime," Yunko said, "c'm'on, you guys, there's a ton of 
pizza and beer left. Eat, drink and be merry, for Christ's sake." 

He didn't have to tell them twice. 


"Hey, Yunk! Wake up!" 

"Huz?" 

"C'm'on!" Ducky said, jostling him. "You gotta see something." 

"Time is it?" Yunko said, slowly opening his eyes. 

"I dunno, morning. Help me wake up the other three. Hurry!" 

Yunko hurried, and he paid for it. He was hungover and he'd 
fallen asleep on the thinly carpeted garage floor. His head pounded, 
his mouth was dry and foul-tasting. His body felt like the Tin Man's 
before Dorothy found the oil can. What little morning light there 
was stung his eyes. 
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Nonetheless he did as told, rousing Jerzy while Ducky woke up 
Bruno and then Tom. From the look and sound of things those three 
were in no better shape than Yunko. Ducky being Ducky, he never 
got hungover and he was just as infuriatingly peppy and upbeat at 
dawn as he would be at dusk. 

"What's wrong?" Bruno said through a yawn. 

"Come to the window," Ducky said. 

Although the garage's interior no longer looked much like the 
place where Mrs. Zachawiasewycz's husband had once kept his 
Model T, its exterior hadn't changed. The original wooden door was 
still in place, and it had two rectangular windows across its width. 
The five men gathered at these and peered out. 

It was a cool, hazy morning in Greenfield. It would probably end 
up being a beautiful fall day. Edwards Street was quiet. 

"What'm I lookin' for?" Jerzy said, scratching himself 
inappropriately. 

"Over at the playground," Ducky said. 

Heads turned, necks creaked, men groaned. 

It was Mrs. Zachawiasewycz. She wore her housecoat and 
slippers; there was a babushka on her head. None of that was 
notable. Yunko had observed that she dressed that way pretty much 
all the time, unless she had to go to church or the store. Then she 
put on her good slippers. 

The notable part was what she held in her hand as she shuffled 
through the playground. It might have been rope or a clothesline or 
something else, but she was using it as a leash. 

At the other end of the leash was Guff, hunched over, defecating 
enormously. 

The men watched for at least a minute, in silence. Jerzy fell 
asleep with his head resting on the window. 

"How'd this happen?" Bruno said. 

"When did it happen?" Ducky said. 

"No idea," Yunko said. 

They watched a bit longer. Dog and owner seemed extremely well 
suited to each other and very happy together. 

"What can we do?" Ducky asked. 

"Nothing," Yunko said. "We can't do anything. Rob a little old 
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lady? My landlady? Forget it." 

He watched a little longer, then shook his head and slouched 
away. "Anybody want a beer?" he said. 

"This early?" Ducky said. 

"Hair of the dog," Yunko said. 
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